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INGING of Pſalms and Hymns, is a 
part of Divine Worſhip in the Chriſtian 
Church. May you and I, Chriflian Rea- 
der, have the Ai — and Guidance of the Holy 
Spirit, in this important Employment , may we be 
c::abled to Sing with Grace in ur Hearts; may 
te Melody of the Vaice be fo Sandiified, as to affet? 
eur inmeſt Souls, and may we be — at laſt of the 
happy Number of thoſe Seraphick Spirits, ow 
ſhall meet around A Throne of God, to Sing the 
Song of Moſes and the Lamb ; ever. 


Even fo, Lord Jeſus, 
Amen and Amen. 


May Fefu': Mord take place, 
And Wiſdem in us dwell, 

That we his Miracles of Grace, 
In Pſalms and Hymns may tell. 
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OME, Holy Ghoſt, our Souls inſpire, 
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* the For Gigs! art, 
o da 1 Gifts impart. 

'Thy * 63 ion had above, 
is Comfort, Life, and Fire of Love : 
Enable with perpetual 22175 
The Dulneſs of our blinded 
Anoint and Chear our foiled Face 
With the Abundance of thy Grace. 
Keep far our Foes, give Peace at Home: 
Where thau art Guide, no Ill can come, 
Teach us to know the Father, Son, 
47 F both, „ + Lantged 

hat through the along, 
This, this may be — Song : 


Praiſe God, from whom all Bleflings flow, 
Praiſe him all Creatures here . 3 
Praiſe him above, ye heavenly Hoſt, 

Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt. 
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W 
To Believers. 


OME Seraph lend your heav'nly Tongue, 
Or Harps of golden String, 
That we may raiſe a lofty 

To Chriſt th' Eternal King. 


Who can have greater Cauſe to Praiſe 
Their Saviour and their God 

Than they, whom Jeſus hath redeem'd, 
And waſh'd in his dear Blood. 


In Pſalms and HywT.s ſpeak forth his Praiſe, 
Let ranſom'd Sinners ſing, 

In loudeft Songs of Triumph, cry 
Hoſannas to our King. 


Q that each here had Angels Tongues, 
Our Jeſus to adore ; 

'T hat we like them might always praite 
His Goodneſs, 18 and Power. 


Then 
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Then we will ſing, and never ceaſe 
His Glory to proclaim ; 

Who for our Souls ſuch Wonders wrought, 
All Praiſe attend his Name. | 


To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Eternal Praiſe be given, 

By all that dwell upon the Earth, 
And all the Hoſt of Heaven. 


H Y M N II. K 
A Place of IWarſhip. 


OW awful, Lord, thy Houſe appears ! 
| When Thou in Majeſty draw'tt near, 
Make this, O God, a Houſe of Prayer, 

O Lord, vouchſafe thy Preſence here. 


May all that come to Worſhip here, 
Be fill'd with reverential Fear; 

Bow down with Wonder, and adore 
The Love of Chriſt for evermore, 


2 ſet up thy Banner here, - 
et Sinners to thy Throne draw near ; 1 
Obtain remiſſion of their Sins, | 
The Peace and Joy the Goſpel brings. 


Let many here be Born again, 8 
And find Salvation through thy Name; : 
Angels rejoice around thy I hrone, 


That wand'ring Sinners are brought Home. 


Make this a Fold for thy bleſt Sheep, 


And let them cloſe together kee 
1 Under 
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Under the Shadow of thy Wi 


ings, 
And learn the Notes that Angels Sing. 


And while we Worſhip here below, 
Let us in Faith and Love ſtill grow, 
Longing to join the Heav'nly Throng. 
In one triumphant endleſs Song. 


T9 0, 
The ſame. 


LORD, we come before thy Throne. 
In all Humility fall down, 
And worſhip at thy Feet; 
Here may we wait till Thou paſs by, 
Unto our longing Souls draw nigh, 
Who lie at Mercy's Seat, 


Within thy Houſe of Mercy, we 
Will ſeek, till we thy Glory ſee, 
O ler it now draw nigh ; 
Unveil thy Face, that we may prove 
The wond'rous myſt'ry of that Love, 
Why God for Sinners dy'd ! 


Nothing, great God, have we to bring, 
But ſuch vile Hearts that's full of Sin, 
Lord, waſh them in thy Blood; 
Take off the Burden from each Heart, 
Thy free Salvation now impart, 
That we may walk with God. 


O that we could this Moment feel 
The bleſſed Spirit's Heav'nly Seal, 
The Unction from above; 
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Then ſhould we know our Sins 
And taſte the bleſſed Joys of Heav'n, 
In the Redeemer's Te. 


For this, O Lord, we'd pant and cry, 

This Blefling, grant pane and ry, 
We Die Eternall rnally : 

Some words of Comfort now impart, 

And give a true believing Heart, 
That we may reign on High. 


 Y M MN Iv. 
At Publick Worſhip. 


ORD, we come before thee now, 
At thy Feet we humbly bow, 
O do not 4 Suit diſdain, 
Shall we ſeek thee, Lord in vain. 


In thy Temple lo! we wait, 
Knocking at thy Mercy's Gate ; 
Let thy Spirit now impart, 

Full Salvation to each Heart. 


Oh ! that we might lift our Eyes, 
Oh ! that our poor Hearts would riſe 
To the Throne of Grace above, 

And enjoy the ſweets of Love. 


eſus, waſh us in thy Blood, 
ake us Kings and Priefts ro God ; 
| May new Names to us be given, 


Sons of God, and Heirs of Heaven. 


Son of Man, in this thy Day, 
Thine abundant Grace diſp:ay ; 
Preach 
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Preach the acceptable Year, 
Bring the Goſpel-Tydings near. 


Sin and Satan, Lord, dethrone, 

Rule and reign in us alone; 

Make us over and above, 

Conq'rors through thy matchleſs Love, 


. 
Yet there is Rom. 


R Y, Ambaſſadors of God, 

Cry, Behold the Saviour's Blood ! 
Cry, to every Sinner, come, 
Jetus ſaith, Yet there is Room. 


Hear, ye hun ftarving Poor, 
Crouding —_ Meſiah's Door ; 
Hear the Voice that bids you come, 
Oh ! accept the offer ſoon. 


Welcome, Sinners, to his arms, 

O embrace his lovely Charms ; 
Dying, thirſts that you would come, 
Jeſus ſaith, Yet there is Room. 


Haſte, deluded Souls, away, 
This the welcome Goſpel-Day ; 
Go, compel them to come on, 
Is the Language of the Son. 


Whoſoever will believe, 
He the Witneſs ſhall receive; | 
Come and welcome, who will, come ? 


Teſus ſaith, Yet there is Ram. 


HYMN 
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The ſame. 


AR from our thoughts vain world begone, 
Let our religious Hours alone ; 


may our Eyes our Saviour ſee, 
We wait a Viſit, Lord, from Thee. 


O warm our Hearts with holy Fire, 
And kindle there a pure defire ; 

Come our dear ſeſus from above, 

And feed our Souls with heavenly Love. 


Bleſt Jeſus ! what delicious Fare 
How ſweet thy Entertainments are ! 
Never did Angels tafte above, 
Redecming Grace, and dying Love, 


Hail ! great Emmanuel, all Divine, 

In thee, thy Father's Glories ſhine : 
Thou brighteſt, ſweeteſt, faireſt One, 
That Eyes have ſeen, or Angels known. 


> 5 © 8 * 
God Glorious, and Sinners Sav'd. 


F ATHER, how wide thy Glory ſhines, 

How high thy Wonders riſe; 

Known thio? the Earth by thouſand Signs, 
By thouſand thro' the Skies. 


Thoſe mighty Orbs proclaim Power, 
Their Motions ſpeak thy Skill; 

And on the Wings of every Hour, 
We read thy Patience ftill. 


Part 
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Part of thy Name divinely ſtands, 
On all thy Creatures writ; 

They ſhew the Labour of thine Hands, 
Or impreſs of thy Feet. 


But when we view thy great deſign, 
To fave rebellious Worms; 


Where Ven ce and Compaſſon join 
In their divineſt Forms. — 


Here the whole Deity is known, 
Nor dares a Creature gueſs, 

Which of the Glories brighteſt ſhone, 
The Juſtice or the Grace. 


Now the full Glories of the Lamb, 
Adorn the heavenly Plains ; 


Bright Seraphs learn Emmanuel's Name, 
And try their choiceſt Strains, 


O may I bear ſome humble Part, 
In that immortal Song : | 


Wonder and Joy ſhall tune my Heart, 
And Love command my Tongue. 
H Y MN VIII. 
Sunday Morning. 


Elcome, thrice welcome, Day of Reft, 
On thee our Lord aroſe, 


| On thee he burſt the Bands of Death, 


And triumph'd o'er his Foes. 


To Day he bids the faithful reſt, 
To Day he ſhow'rs his Grace : 


B 4 Seek 
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Seek ye my Face, our Lord invites, 
Lord, we will ſeek thy Face. 


To Day our Feet ſhall tread thy Courts, 
In Prayer, and Praiſe, and Love: 

O may our Works be offer'd pure, 

As thoſe by Saints above. 


Let Heaven, p-opitious, aid our Souls, 
Let Heaven in Pity hear, 

Come with us to thy Temple, Lord, 
And we'll adore thee there. 


. 
PSALM Ixiii. The Morning of a Lord's- Day, 


ARLY our God without delay, 
We haſte to ſeek thy Face, 
ur thirſty Spirits faint away, 
Without thy chearing Grace. 


>. _ O may thy Glory and thy Power 


Thro' all thy Temple ſhine : 
Our God repeat that heavenly Hour, 
That Viſion fo Divine. 


Not all the Bleiſings of a Feaſt, 
Can pleaſe our Souls fo well, 

As when thy richer Grace we taſte, 
And in thy Preſence dwell. 


Not Life itſelf, with all her Joys, 
Can our beſt Paſſions move, 
Or raiſe ſo high our chearful Voice, 
As thy forgiving Love, 
Thus, 
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Thus, till our laſt expiring Day, 
We'll bleſs our God 4 and K King : 

Thus will we lift our Hands to pray, 
And tune our Lips to Sing. 


oh fs fs ep 
PSALM Ixxxiv. God and his Church. 
Gb. God attend while Zion ſings, 


The Joy that from thy Preſence ſprings, , 
ſpend one 4 with thee on Earth, 
Exceeds a thouſand days of Mirth. 


Might we enjoy the meaneſt Place 
Within thy Houſe, O God of Grace: 

Not tents of Eaſe, nor thrones of Power, 
Should tempt our Feet to leave thy Door. 


God is our Sun, he makes our Day, 
God is our Shield, he guards our Way, 
From all the aMaults of Hell and Sin, 
From Foes without, and Foes within.. 


All needful Grace will God beſtow, . 
And crown that Grace with Glory too ; 
He gives us all Things, and with-holds 
No real Good from upright Souls. 


9 2 our King, whoſe Sovereign Sway, 
lorious Hoſts of Heaven obey, 
1 at thy Preſence flee, 


n in thee, . 
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C OME, let our Voices join to raiſe, 
A ſacred Song of folemn Praiſe ; | 
God is a ſovereign King, rehearſe 

His Honours in exalted Verſe. 


Come, let our Souls addreſs the Lord, 4 
Who fram'd our Nature by his Word: 
He is our Shepherd ; we the Sheep 

His Mercy choſe, his Paſtures keep. 


Come, let us hear his Voice to-day, 
The Counſels of his Love obey ; 

Nor let our hard*ned Hearts renew : 
The Sins and Plagues that Hrael knew. . 


Look back our Souls, with holy Dread, 
And view thoſe ancient Rebels Dead, 

Attend the offer d Grace to Day, 
Nor loſe the Bleflings by Delay. 


Seize the kind Promiſe while it waits, 
And mount to Zion's heav'nly Gates, 
Believe, and take the promis'd Reſt, 
Obey, and be for ever Bleſt. 


H Y M N XII, 
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PSALM civ. Creation and Providence. 


Y Soul), thy great Creator Praiſe, 
When cloath'd in his celeftial Rays, 


He 
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He in full Majeſty appears, 
And like a Robe his Glory wears. 


; The Heavens are for his Curtains ſpread, 

$ The unfathom'd Deep he makes his Bed ; 
| Clouds are his Chariot when he flies, 

' On winged Storms acroſs the Skies. 


| O bleſs his Name, ye Britons, fed 

With Nature's chief Supporter bred, 
While Bread your Vital Strength imparts, 
Serve him wich Vigour in your Hearts, 


- 
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; Vaſt are thy Works, Alzaighty Lord, 
All Nature refts upon thy Word: 

And the whole race of Creatures ftand, 

Waiting their Portion from thy Hand. 


His Works, the wonders of his Might, 
Are honour'd with his own Delight, 

How awful are his glorious Ways, 

The Lord is dreadful in his Praiſe, 


Yet humble Souls may ſee his Face, 
| And tell their wants to Sov'reign Grace: 
| O to our God, the heav'nly King, 
' Immortal Hallelujahs Sing. 


1 
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G OD only Wiſe, 
Great King of the Skies, 
Now ranſom'd from Hell, 


In Life everlaſting thy Servants ſhall dwell. 
0 max, 
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O may we believe, 
A Crown then receive, 
"The Purchaſe is thine, 


Yet Jeſu, the Blefling and Mercy be mine. 


A King ever reign, 

Let no Rebel remain, 

Thy Kingdom impart, 

Be Jeſu, triumphant, the Lord of my Heart. 


Bleft Prophet above, 

We're waiting to prove, 

Thy Teaching and Word, 

That leads us thro' Time to Eternity's Lord. 


At Jordan's high brink, 

May we never ſhrink ; 

Our Shepherd and Friend, 

Shall his Flock that's beloved, preſerve tothe end 


= TT M NN. XIV. 
The Bleſſedneſs of Goſpel Timer. 


O W beauteous are their Feet, 
Who ftand on Zion's Hill, 
Who bring Salvation in their Tongues 
And Words of Peace reveal. 


How charming is their Voice ! 
How ſweet the Tidings are, 
* Zion behold thy Saviour King, 


He Reigns and Friumphs here. 


How happy are our Ears, 
That hear this joyſul Sound, 
Which 


The Lord makes bare his Arm, 
Thro' all the Earth abroad, 

Let every Nation now behold, 
Their Saviour and their God, 


H Y M N. XV. 
Chriſt worſhiped by all his Creatures. 


COME let us join our chearful Song, 
With Is round the Throne; | 
Ten Thouſand, Thouſand are their Tongues, 
But all their Joys are one. 


Worthy the Lamb that dy'd, 
To be exalted thus ; * 


Worthy the Lamb our lips reply 
Far be was lh He as 4 


Jeſus is worthy to receive, 
Honour and Power Divine; 

And Bleflings more than we can give, 
Be Lord for ever thine. 


The whole Creation join in one, 
To bleſs the Name, 
Of him that ſits upon the Throne, 
And to adore the Lamb, 
HYMN 


( 14 ) 
HT M N XVI. 
Sunday Evening. 
L. ee e 


The Holy Sabbath flies; 
ome, therefore let us cloſe the Day, 
In ſacred Harmonies. 


When O! dear Jeſus, when ſhall I 
Behold thee all ſerene, 


* in N Sabbath Day, 


Ty Spirit O my Father give, 
o be my Guide and Friend, 
To light — ways to ceaſeleſs Joys, 


To Sabbath's without End. 
r N XVII. 


Aſſembling ourſelves together. 


E T God be here, let Jeſu's Love 
In every Boſom, plenteous move ; 
ur Words to pleaſe thee, Lord prepare, 
And kindly ſtoop to meet us here. 


Open our Hearts and purge from Sin, 
Whilſt thou thyſelf ſhalt enter in, 
While thou ſhalt chaſe our Fears away, 
And teach us what to do or ſay. 


O neer forſake us Lord, till we 
On Sion's Mount, all meet with. thee, 
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Be preſent while we ftay below, 
And let us only Jeſus know. 


When Heaven and Earth ſhall paſs away 
And Fire reveal the t Day; 7 
Let each in long white Garments 
And meet in our own Father's Land. 


HT MN XVIII. 


Before Sermon. 


HY gracious Promiſe, Lord we plead, 

To many Generations made, 
Where two or three ſhall join in Prayer, 
Thou ſaidſt, I alſo will be there. 


In Jeſu's Name we meet to day, 
Thy Power amidſt us now diſplay, 
View every Heart and kindly move 
To change the Stony into Love. 


What e' er thou needful ſee'ft beſtow, 
And how to ſerve Thee rightly ſhew ; 
Inſpire our Thoughts, our Prayer, 
And humbly bow thine Ears to hear. 


We all our Wants to Thee commend, 
And ſhall, till here our Warfare end, 
Then with thine Hoſts will we adore. 
Thy Grace, O God, for evermore. 


HY M N XIX. 
To Jaſus Chrift. 


O TH O U an whom the Gentiles truft, 
Thou only Holy, only Juſt ; 


5 


O tune 


CW3 


O tune our Souls to Praiſe thy Name, 
Jeſus unchangeable the ſame. 


If whilft to thee they Sing, 
— Faces in hei Wing, 
How ſhall we finful Duſt draw nigh, 
'The great, the awful Deity. 


Glory to Thee, auſpicious Lamb, 
Thou Holy Lord ! thou great I am ! 
With all our Powers, thy Grace we bleſs, 


Our Joy, our Peace, and 

Live, ever glorious Jeſus, live, 
Worthy all Bleflings to receive, 
Worthy on high, enthron'd to fit, 
With every Power beneath thy Feet. 


HT MN XX. 
The Triumph of Faith. 


R Ejoice, the Lord is King, 
our Lord and King adore, 
give Thanks and Sing, 

opt omg—y Voi 

up Jour Heart up your Voice, 

Rejoice, again, I ſay Rejoice. 
eſus, the Saviour reigns 

Ne God — Love, 

When he had d our Stains, 

n above: m 
ift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, . 

Rejoice again I ſay, Rejoice, 
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His Kin cannot fail, 

He rules o'er Earth and- Heav'n, 
The Keys of Death and Hell 

Are to our Jeſus giv'n : 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 
Rejoice again I ſay, Rejoice. 
Rejoice in glorious Hope, 
eſus, the Judge ſhall come, 
And take his Servants up 

To their eternal Home : 
We ſoon ſhall hear th' Arch-Angel's Voice, 
The trump of God ſhall ſound Rejoice. 


YT MH 
Hoping to enjoy Feſus. 


OME, Lord, and help me to rejoice, 
In hope that I ſhall hear thy Voice, 
hall one Day ſee my God: 

Shall ceaſe from Sorrow and from Strife, 
Handle and tafte the word of Life, 


And feel the ſprinkled Blood. 


Let me not always make my Moan, 
Or worſhip thee a God unknown 


But may 1 five wa : 


prove, 
Thy People's Reft, thy Saints Delight, 
The length and breadth, and depth and height, 
Of all Redeeming Love. 


How muſt I love thee, then, O Lord, 
Whenever by thy Grace reſtor'd, 
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And taſte how good thou art : 
Much I ſhall love, or not at all, 
Forgiven much, I fi ſhall 

Love thee with all my Heart. 


O glorious Hope of perfect Love, 

It lifts me up to things above, 
It bears on Eagles Wings : 

It gives my raviſh'd Soul a taſte, 

And makes me for ſome Moments feaſt, 
With Jeſu's Priefts and Kings. 


H Y M N XXIL 
Fervency in Devotion. 
OME holy Spirit, heavenly Dove 
With all t wy quickening — 


Kindle a Flame of ſacred Love 
In theſe cold Hearts of Ours. 


Look how we grovel here below ! 
Fond of theſe earthly Toys : 

Our Souls how heavily they go 
To reach Eternal Joys. 


In vain we tune our formal Songs, 

mY 2 
oſannahs languiſh on our Tongues, 
And our Devotion dies. 


Dear Lord, and ſhall we ever live 
At this poor dying rate; 

Our Love ſo faint, ſo cold to thee, 

And thine to us ſo great. 
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Come holy Spirit, heavenly Dave, 
With all thy quick'ning Powers; 

Come ſhed abroad a Saviours Love, 
And that ſhall kindle Ours. 


H Y MN XXIII. 


The ſame. 


T O praiſe redeeming Love, 
Dear Chriſtians lend a Voice, 
Come thou Diviner Dove, 
And help us to rejoice : 
Our Hearts too low, 
Lord thou can'ft raiſe, 
Bleſt Spirit blow, 
And we ſhall praiſe. 


Here, Lord, we admire, 
The Riches of thy Grace, 
»Till thou ſhall call us higher, 
There to behold thy Face : 
O heighth- of Grace! 

O depth of Love ! 

Lord fit us for 
Our Place above. 


Who can thy Love expreſs 
Thy Mercy ne'er Decays ; 
What can our Souls do leſs 
Than love thee-all our Days: 
Bleſs God, each Soul, 
Ev'n unto Death; 
And write a Song 
For ev'ry Breath, 


HYMN 


(29) 
HT MN XXIV. 


Attempting to praiſe Chrift. 


COME and let us now attempt, te 
Praiſe Jehovah's glorious Name, 
Lift to him our Hearts and Voices, 
Thro' whom our Salvation came: 
Men and Angels, Men and Angels, 
Join with us to praiſe the Lamb. 


Let us come into his Preſence, 
FilFd with Thankfulneſs and Love, 
Glorify our dear Redeemer, | 
Who did leave his Throne above. 
Men and Angels, &c. 


RIAA 
— gon mighty God, 
King of Kings, that rules in Zion, 

By his own Almi 3 

Men and b 


Therefore let us come and Worſhip, 
Bowing down before his Feet, 
Kneel before the Lord our Maker, 
Sing his dying Love fo ſweet. 
en and Angels, &c. 
Hark ! the Lord to-day inviteth, 
Sinners hearken to his Voice, 
Come now one that thirſteth, 
And in Chrift alone Rejoice. 
Men and Angels, &c. 
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Come unto the bleeding Saviour, 
That in him you may find reſt, 

Fly unto his Arms of Mercy, 

upon his loving Breaſt. 


Men and Angels, &c. 
H Y M N XXV. 
The Goſpel Call. 


COM E Sinners to the Goſpel Feaſt, 
Let every Soul be Jeſu's Gueſt, 

Be wiſe to know your gracious Day, 

All Things are ready, come away | 


Come then, ye Souls, by Sin oppreſt, 
Ye reftleſs wand'rers after Reft, 


Ye Poor and Maim'd, and Halt and Blind, 
In Chrift an hearty welcome find. 


Come and partake the Goſpel-Feaſt, 
Be ſav'd from Sin in Jeſu's Reſt, 

His offer'd Love make hafte t' Embrace, 
And freely now be ſav'd by Grace. 


This is the time, no more Delay. 
This is the glorious Goſpel-Day, 
His proffer'd Benefits embrace, 

The Plenitude of Goſpel-Giace. 


HT M N XXVI. 
For Gad fo loved the World, Sc. 
E Ifles far and near, 


Ye Nations give Ear, 
T he Saviour of Sinners to you doth . 
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Ye Mourners look up, 
Lo ! here fy Hope, 
The Son of drank off the dregs of the cup, 


Why ſhould you deſpair, 
Salvation is near, 


How kindly doth Jeſus ſay, be of good Cheer. 


What think you but Love, 
His Bowels did move 
In ſuch Condeſcenſion, to come from above. 


His Soul did ſuſtain, 
Your T ravel and Pain, 
For you he was wounded, for you he was ſlain. 


How long will ye mourn, 
To Jeſus return, 
For all your tranſgreſſions he freely hath born, 


Are you full of Sin; 
Then Waſh and be Clean, 
Behold what a rightevuſneſs he hath brought in 


How ſtrait is the Road, 
That leadeth to God ; 
The way of Salvation is mark'd with his blood. 


Your Sorrows he bore, 
The Conflict is o'er ; [more 
Have Faith in his Blood, and your Sins are no 


H Y M N XXVII. 


RAISE the Lord, his wide Creation 
Praiſe his Name, 

Praiſe the Lamb, 

By whom came Salvation. | Jeſu 
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Jeſu thou art our Deſire, 
Bow — Ear, 
Hear our 

Grant what 22 


O forgive us all our Folly, 
ake us Clean, 
From our Sin, 


Like thy Spirit, Holy. 


Save us from the Things forbidden; 
God of Light, 
Lead us right, 

Till we enter Heaven. 


Love us Lord, thro' Jeſu's merit, 
By thy Grace, 
Give us Peace, 

And thy Holy Spirit, 


Guide us thro' our Griefs and Sorrows ; 
O our God, 
By thy Blood, 

Save us from all Terrors. 


By thee may we be defended, 
From our Foes, 
Snares and Woes, 

Till our Days are ended, 


Till the Trump ſhall wake the Nations: 
Free from Pain, 
May we Reign, 

In Eternal Manſions, 


HYMN 


( 24 ) 
RE Y M N XXVII. 


Praifing Feſus. 


FN F O R a thouſand Tongues to Sing, 
Our dear Redeemer's Praiſe, 
The Glories of our God and King, 

The Triumph of his Grace. 


Our gracious Maſter and our God, 
Aſſiſt us to proclaim, 

To ſpread thro” all the Earth abroad, 
The Honours of thy Name. 


Jeſus, the Name that charms our Fea: 3, A 
That bids our Sorrows ceaſe, , 

"Tis Muſic in the Sinners Ears, . 
Tis Life and Health and Peace. 


He breaks the Pow'r of cancell'd Sin, 
He ſets the Priſoner free, 

His Blood can make the fouleſt clean, 
May it atone for m2. 


He ſpeaks, and lining to his Voice, 
New Life the Dead receive, 

The Mournful broken Hearts rejoice ; 
Deſiring Souls believe. 


Look unto him ye Nations; own 
Your God, ye fallen race, 

Look and be tav'd through Faith alone, 
Be juſtified by Grace, | 


HYMN, 
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HT MN XXIX. 
Romans iv. 8. 
H OW Bleft are they whoſe Sins are hid 
h 


From Condemnation they are freed, 
ey walk in conſtant Love and Joy, 
And Hymns of Praiſe their Lips Employ : 
May we thoſe happy Perſons be, 
And have eternal Life in thec, 
(Obtain Salvation thro' thy Name, 
And glory only in the Lamb. 


Not only, Lord, our Guilt remove, 
But fill our Hearts with holy Love, 
The fullneſs of thy Power diſplay, 
And take our boſom Sin away: 

(ur Hearts, alas ! are fti!l unclean, 
Lord, may we daily die to Sin, 

Let freſh ſupplies of Grace bs in, 
Jill we are pure and ripe for Heav'n. 


YM 2M ERS. 
At at. 


HEE, let us taſte in all our Food, 
And reliſh thy free Grace, 
Always confeis that thou art good, 
And always ſing thy Praitc : 
Jeſu, thou art the living Bread, 
That Bread whic!: came from Aan, 
For us thy precious Blood was th !, 
For us thy Life was giv'n. 


C 
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Man Coth not live by Bread alone, 
But by thy Promiſe, Lord ; 

Now fend an heav'nly Morſel down, 
And feed us with thy Word: 

Daily afford us freſh ſupplies 


Of Manna, from above, 
*Ti!l we to Life Eternal riſe, 
And taſte thy perfect Love. 


= Y KM KN XXL 


Hebrews x. 22. 


O W prepare your Hearts to Sing, 
Glory to our God and King; 
N 


ow a ſhout of I riumph raiſe, 


Till the Heav'ns with Jeſu's Praiſe, 


Hallelujah to the Lamb, 

All aloud his Love proclaim, 
He for Sinners freely Dy'd ! 
Was for Sinners Crucity'd | 


Now may Doubts and Fears be o'er, 
We diſtruſt his Grace no more; 
Full aſſurance may we prove, 


Settled in the Saviour's Love. 


In our Jeſu's Arms ſecure, 

To the end may we endure , 

— with us, ye Angels, join, 
raiſe his Name in Hymns Divine. 


Earth below, and Heav'ns above, 
Wonder at his boundleſs Love; 
All admire his Grace and Pow'r, 
Bleſs the Lord for evermore. 
HYMN 
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IT M N XXXII. 

Cbrid appearing to his Church, 
Soloman's Seng, Chap. ii. 


HE Voice of my beloved Sounds 
Over the Rocks and ring Grounds, 
O'er Hills of Guilt, ani Scas of Grief 
He l:af's, he flies to gur Reiisf 


Gently he draws my Heart along, 

Boch with his Deauties and his i ongue, 
Riſe, faith my Lord, mate Flaffe away, 

No mortal Toys are warth thy dux. 


The Jewith Wint'ry State is gone, 

The Mitts are fled, the Spring coutes on; 
The ſacred Trurilz-Dove we hear 

Procl.um the new, the j ful Tear, 


O when we hear our jefus ſy 

Riſe up my Love, make Roite away, 
Our Hearts would fan guỹ Hr the Il ind, 
And leave all earthly Love bebiud. 


. 
Servation by Grace. 
ORD, we confe'(; our num'rous Faults, 
How great our Guilt has Þ-en, 


Fooliſh and vain were all our Thoughts, 
And all our Lives were Sin. 


C 2 But, 


( 28 ) 


But, O our Souls, for ever Praiſe, 


For ever love his Name; 


Who turns our Feet from dang'rous Ways, 


Of Folly, Sin, and Shame. 


*T is not by Works of Righteouſneſs, 
Which our own Hands have done; 
But we are ſav'd by ſov'reign Grace, 


Abounding thro' his Son. 


*Tis thro' the purchaſe of his Death, 


Who hung upon the Tree; 


The Spirit is ſent down to breathe 


On ſuch dry Bones as we. 


Rais'd from the Dead we live a-new, 
And 1 by Grace, 


We ſhall appear in Glo 
And ſee our Father's 


H Y MN XXXIV. 


An uncenverted State. 


REAT King of Glory, and of Grace, 
We own with humble Shame, 
How Vile is our degen'rate Race | 


too, 


acc, 


And our firſt Father's Name. 


We live enſtrang'd afar from God, 


And love the diſtance well, 


With hafte we run the dang'rous Road 
That leads to Death and Hell, 


| 
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And : can ſuch Rebels be reſtor'd ? 
Such Natures made Divine ? 
Let Sinners ſee thy Glory, Lord, 
And feel this Power of thine. 


We raiſe our Father's Name on high, 
Who his own Spiric ſends, 

To bring rebellious Strangers nigh, 
And turns his Foes to Friends. 


HT MN XXXV. 
PSALM XC. Alan Frail, and Cod Eternal. 


G OD, our Help in A 

Our Hope for Years — oy 
Our Shelter from the ſtormy BI 

And our Eternal Home. 


Under the ſhadow of thy Throne 
Still may we dwell ſecure, 

Sufficient is thine Arm alone, 
And our Defence is ſure. 


8 Before the Hills in order ſtood, 
| Or Earth receiv'd her Frame ! 
From Everlaſting thou art God, 
To endleſs Years the ſame. 


A thouſand Ages in thy Sight, 
Are like an Evening gone : 

Short as the Watch that ends the Night, 
Before the rifing Sun. 


C 3 The 
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The buſy tribes of Fleſh and Blood, 
With all their Cares and Fears, 
Are carry'd downward by the Flood, 

And loſt in following Years. 


Time, like an over- rolling Stream 
Bears all its Sons away : 

They fly, forgotten as a Dream 
Dies at the opening Day. 


O God, our Help in Ages paſt, 
Our Hope for 8 to come, 

Be thou our Guard, while Life ſhall laſt, 
And our perpetual Home. 


HT M N XXXVI. 
For the Canverſion of Sinners, 


Tretch out thine Arm, eternal Lord, * 
Thy People Seek and Save, 4 
Jo-day let Rebels be reſtor'd, 


Open the Sinners Grave. 


Enlighten every blinded Eye, N 
While Truth thy Mind declares; 
And while thy Wiſdom makes her cry, 

Give to the People, Ears. 


Awake, O God; convince of Sin 
The Souls lock'd up in Death, 
On thoſe who Sleep ſecure, unclean, 
'Thy quick'ning Spirit breathe. 


Awaken all our flumb'ring Land, 
Thy Will aloud proclaim : x 
| ct 
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Let ſtubborn Sinners be conſtrain'd 
To bow to ſeſu's Name. 


Make known thy everlaſting Word, 
Call all thy Exiles Home : 

Let weary Souls thy Mercy prove, 
Bid every Sinner come. 


H Y M N XXXVII. 
Reftiring and preſerviag Grace. 


AY all our Pow'rs of Heart and Tongue 
Praiſe God our Maker in our Song, 
Angels ſhall hear the Notes we raiſe, 


Approve the Song, and join the Praiſe. 


Angels that make Chriſt's Church their Care, 
Shall witneſs our Devotions there : | 
While holy Zeal directs our Eyes 

To God's fair Temple in the Skies. 


We'll fing thy Truth and Mercy, Lord! 
We'll ſing the wonders of thy Word! 
Not all thy Works and Names below, 
So much thy Power and Glory ſhew. 


The God of Heav'n maintains his State, 


Frowns on the Proud, and ſcorns the Great : 
But from his Throne deſcends to ſee 


'The Sons of humble Poverty. 


Amidſt a thouſand Snares, we ſtand 
Upheld and guarded by thy Hand; 
Thy Words onr fainting Souls revive, 


And keep our os | alive, 


4 Grace 
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Grace wil! compleat what Grace begins, 
To ſave from Sorrows and from Sins; 
The work that Wiſdom undertakes, 


Eternal Mercy ne'er forſakes. 
\ HT M N XXXVIII. 
| Compaſſron to Sinners. 


8 HE W thy Compaſſion, O our God, 
Pity the Sons of Night, 
Poor Sinners who are Captive led, 
Who hate the Goſpel Light. 


Jeſu, Redeemer of Mankind 
Diſplay thy ſaving Power! 

Thy Mercy let theſe Out-cafts find, 
And know their gracious Hour. 


O] would'ſt thou caſt a pitying look, 
(All Goodneſs as thou art,) 

Like that which faithleſs Peter's broke, 
(Or my obdurate Heart.) 


Who thee, beneath their Feet have trod, 6 
And Crucify'd afreſn; 

Touch with thine all, victorious Blood, 
And turn the Stone to Fleſh. 


Open their Eyes and Ears to fee 
Thy Crofs, to hear thy Cries ; 

Sinner, thy Saviour Weeps for thee, 
For thee he Weeps and Dies. 


A!! 
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All the Day long he meekly ſtands 
His Rebels to receive, - 

And ſhews his Wounds, and ſpreads his Hands, 
And bids you turn and Live. 


HT MN XXXIX. 


PSALM C. 


B* fore Fehovah's awful Throne, 

Ye Nations bow with facred Joy ! 
K now that the Lord is God alone, 

He can Create, and he Deſtroy. 


His ſovereign Power, without our aid, 
Made us of Clay, and form'd us Men ; 

And when like wand'ring Sheep we ftray'd, 
He brought us to his Fold again. 


We'll crowd thy Gates with thankful Songs, 
High as the Heavens our Voices raiſe, 

And Earth, with her ten thouſand Tongues, 
Shall fill thy Courts with ſounding Praiſe. 


Wide as the World is thy Command 
Vaſt as Eternity thy Love 

Firm as a Rock thy Truth muſt ſtand, 
When rolling Years ſhall ceaſe to move. 


Then let us truſt his Grace and Power, 
That ſhall from Age to Age endure ; 
Leaning upon our Saviour's Ereaſt, 


'Till we are call'd to endleſs Reſt. 
RYMNYN 
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HY MN XI. 


2 Cer. vi. 2. 


] ES U, exert thy gracious Power, 
A broken, contrite Heart beſtow, 
Make this the acceptable Hour, 

The trumpet of Salvation blow : 
O let thy Grace effectual prove, 
To melt our ſtony Hearts to Love. 


* 


Thy Goodneſs and long-ſuffering, Lord, 
We have, alas ! too long abus d, #$ 
Slighted the Promiſe of thy Word, 
he tenders of thy Grace refus'd : 
Thy Mercy, Lord, doth yet remain, 
O let thy Love our Hearts conſtrain. 


c 


The Day draws near, that Day of thine, 
Wherein all things ſhall be renew'd, 

We long to ſee that Morning ſhine, . 
And live for ever with our Lord: o 

We now rejoice in thy free Grace, | 4 


And ſhortly hope to ſee thy Face. 


Angels admire thy wond'rous Love, 
And ſing immortal Hymns to thee, 
While Saints below, and Saints above, 
Conſpire to praiſe the Trinity; 
When once we reach the heay'nly Throng, 
We'll ſing a new, an endleſs Song. 


HYMN 
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H Y MN XII. 


Sincere Praiſe. 


RISE, O our Souls, 

Your Saviour adore, 
r Sins, O our God, 
Remember no more ; 

Thro' Jeſu's Blood Shedding, 
In God may we ſhare, 

And at the Lamb's Wedding, 
In Glory appear. 


Awake all our Pow'rs, 
To ſet up the Lord, 

Our Sickneſs he Cures, 
And we are reſtor' d: 

May we be eſteemed 

By Jeſus, and own'd, 

And in him redeemed, 

And quick'ned and found. 


Bleſt Saviour of Men, 
Bleſt Saviour of me, 
Eternally reign 
In all Majeſty : 
All Glory be given 
To thee evermore, 


By Earth and by Heaven, 
And 


every Pow'r, 


HYMN 
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H Y MN XII. 


Sick of Love. — Cant. ii. 5. 


Racious Lord, incline thine Ear, 
My Complaint vouchſafe to hear, 

Lord, deny me what thou wilt, 

Only eaſe me of my Guilt ; 

All unholy, all unclean, 

I am nothing elſe but Sin, 

Faint and ſick of Love am I, 

Give me Chriſt, or elſe I Die. 


O my Lord, what ſhall I fay ? 
Take, O take, my Sins away, 
Thou doft freely ſave the loſt, 
Only in thy Grace I truſt ; 
Nothing elſe do I require, 
Only Jeſu's Love defire, 
With my earneft Suit comply, 
Give me Chriſt, or elſe I Die. 


Lord, I cannot come to thee, 

Oh ! do thou ſtoop down to me, 
Filthy Creature as I am, 

Love me freely ox at Lamb, 
Lord, Convert this Heart of mine, 
Make me Holy and Divine ; 

eſu, to thine Arms I fly, 

zave me Lord, or elſe I Die. 


(37) 
H Y MN XLII. 
The Chriſtian Race. 


Ervints of Chriſt ariſe ! 
Stand forth, pre to run 
Towards the mark, lift up your Eyes, 
And manfully go on : 
For Strength to Jeſus pray, 
Eſtabliſh Lord our Feet 
Take every Weight and Sin away, 
That does our Souls beſet, 


The Way before you lies, 
Before you is the Crown, 
Your Foes, in Jeſu's mg deſpiſe, 
And tread their Armies down ; 
Forget the things below, 
Where traps and ſnares are ſpread, 
In Faith and Patience forward go, 
"Till Glory crowns your Head. 


To Jeſus ſtill look up, 
Faſten on him your Eyes, 
Make larger Progreſs, and ne'er ſtop, 
"Till you obtain the Prize : 
In Unity go on, 
For why ſhould we contend, 
There's room enough for all to run, 
And Heav'n is at the end. | 


You do not run for nought, 
Jeſus himſelf aſſures 

Your Labour ſhall not be forgot, 
The Mark, the Prize is yours ; 
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Open the Eye of Faith 
And woe Crown on high, 


Break thro” the ſnares of Sin and Death, 
To endleſs Glory fly. 


H Y M N. XLIV. 


Free Grace in Chriſt, 


COME, let us ſing 
To Jeſus our King, 
He to us Salvation did vouchſafe to bring, 


His Honour to raiſe, 


And ſet forth his Praiſe, [ Days. 
This ſhall be our whole Work the reſt of our 
We have nothing to boaſt, 

But when we were loſt [whole Coſt. 


Chriſt's Blood was the ranſam that paid the 


"Tis this we'll proclaim, 
The Blood of the Lamb, 
And this we will ſpeak of again and again. 


What Pardon reſounds 
From his Blood and Wounds ! 
To chiefeſt of Sinners his free Grace abounds, 


For Oh ! *tis moſt ſweet 
To fit at his Feet, 
And his bitter Suff rings we'll often repeat. 


O then 


| 
| 
| 
: 
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O then ſay no more. 
But free Grace adore, [ Shore. 
And long for to meet him on Canaar's bleſt 


For worthy's the Lamb, 
The Lamb that was lain, 
The Lamb, we'll reſound it again and again. 


HT M N. MVV. 
PSALM VIII. 


LORD our heav'nly King, 
Thy Name is all Divine, 

Thy Glories round the Earth art ſpread, 
And o'er the Heav'ns they ſhine. 


When I ſurvey the Stars, 
And all their ſhining Forms, 

Lord, what is Man that worthleſs thing ! 
A Kin to Duſt and Worms. 


Lord, what is worthleſs Man 
That thou ſhould'ſt love him fo ! 


Next to thine Angels is he plac'd, 


And Lord of all below. 


How rich thy Bounties are 
How wond'rous are thy Ways 

Of Duft and Worms, thy Pow'r can frame 
A Monument of Praiſe. 


Out of the Mouth of Babes 
And Sucklings, thou canſt draw 
Surprizing Honours to thy Name, 
And ſtrike the World with Aye. 
O Lord, 
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O Lord, our heay'nly King, 
Thy Name is all Divine : 
Thy Gloric round the Earth are ſpread, 
o'er the Heav'as they ſhine. 


H Y M N XLVI. 
PSALM XXIII. Ged our Shepherd. 


UR Shepherd is the living Lord, 

Now ſhall our Wants be well ſupply'd, 
His Providence and holy Word, 
Become our Safety and our Guide. 


In Paſtures where Salvation grows, 

He makes his Saints to Feed and Reſt; 
There living Water gently flows, 

And all their Food's divinely Bleft. 


Their wand'ring Feet his Ways miſtake, 
But he reſtores their Souls to Peace; 
And leads them for his Mercies fake, 

In the fair Paths of Righteouſneſs. 


Tho' they walk thro' the gloomy Vale 
1 4 : 


and all its T errors are, 
Their Heart and Hope ſhall never fail, 
For God their Shepherd's with them there. 


Surely the Mercies of the Lord, 

Attend his Heuſhold all their Days, 
There may we dwell, to hear his Word, 
To ſeek his Face, and fing his Praiſe. 


HYMN 
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H Y MN XLVII. 
PSALM XL. 


I Woaited Patient for the Lord, 
He bow'd to hear my Cry, 
He ſaw me reſting on his Word, 
And brought Salvation nigh. 


He rais'd me from a horrid Pit, 
Where mourning long I lay ; 
And from my Bonds releas'd my Feet, 


Deep Bonds of miry Clay. 


Firm on a Rock, he made me ſtand, 
And taught my chearful Tongue 
To praiſe the Wonders of his Hand, 


In a new thankful Song. 


IN 6 his works of Grace abroad, 
The Saints with Joy ſhall hear, 

And Sinners learn to make my God 
Their only Hope and Fear. 


How many are thy Thoughts of Love ! 
Thy Mercies, how great ! 

We have not Words nor Hours enough 
Their number to repeat. ; 


HT MN XLVII. 
Psarm XLVIL Chrift Aſcending and Reigning. 
OQEFv2R a ſhout of ſacred Joy, 
To God the Sov'reign King ; 
Let every Land their Tongues Employ, 
And Hymns of Triumph Sing. 
Jeſus 
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Jeſus our God aſcends on high, 


His heav'nly Guards around 
Attend him riſing thro' the Sky 
With trumpets joyful ſound. 


While Angels ſnout and praiſe their King, 
Let Mortals learn their Strains 

Let all the Earth his Honours ſing, 
O'er all the Earth he Reigns. 


H Y M N ALIX. 


PSALM LI. Backſlider reftor'd. 


O Thou that hear'ſt when Sinners cry, 
Tho? all our Crimes before thee lie, 

Behold them not with angry Look 

But blot their Mem'ry from thy Book. 


Create our Nature pure within, 

And form «yoo averſe to Sin: 
Let thy good Spirit ne'er depart, 
Nor hot. thy Preſence from our Heart. 


Tho' we have griev'd thy Spirit, Lord, 
His Help and Comfort ftill afford ; ; 
Let Wretches now come near thy Throne, g 
To plead the Merits of thy Son. 


Our Souls lie humbled in the Duſt, 1 
And own thy dreadful Sentance juſt: '1 
Look down, O Lord, with picying Eye, 

And ſave poor Souls condemn'd to Die. 


Then 
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Then ſhall we teach the World thy Ways, 
Sinners ſhall learn thy ſov'reign Grace: 
We'll lead them to the Saviour's Blood, 
And they ſhall praiſe a pard'ning God. 


O may thy Love inſpire our Tongue, 
Salvation ſhall be all our Song, 

And all our Pow'rs ſhall join to bleſs 

Ihe Lord our Strength and Righteouſneſs, 


= TT MM Js 
Breathing after Holineſs. 


OVE divine, all Love excelling, 
Joy of Heaven to Earth come 

ix in us thy humble Dwelling, 
All thy faithful Mercies crown. 
| a, thou art all Compaſſion, 

ure unbounded Love thou art, 
Viſit us with thy Salvation, 
Enter every trembling Heart. 


Breathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit, 
Into every troubled Breaſt, 

Let us all in thee inherit, 

Let us find thy promis'd Reft. 

Take away the Power of Sinning, 
Alpha and Omega be, 

End of Faith, as its Beginning, 

Set our Hearts at Liberty, 


Come Almighty to deliver, 
Let us all thy Life receive, 


Suddenly return, and never, 


Never more thy Temples leave. 


Thee 
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Thee we would be always bleſſing, 
Serve thee as thy Hoſts above, 

Pray and praiſe thee without ceaſing, 
Glory in thy precious Love. 


Finiſh then thy new Creation, 

Pure unſpotted may we be, 

Let us ſee th great Salvation, 
Perfectly reftor'd by thee. 

Chang'd from Glory into Glory, 
Till in Heav'n we take our Place, 
Till we caſt our Crowns before thee, 
Loſt in Wonder, Love, and Praiſe. 


H Y M N II. 
The Second Advent. Rev. i. 7. 


1e ! he comes with Clouds deſcending, 

Once for favour'd Sinners lain, 

Thouſand, Thouſand Saints attending, 

Swell the Triumph of his Train : 
Hallelujah, 

Hallelujah, praiſe the Lamb. 


Every Eye ſhall now hehold him, 

Rob'd in dreadful Majeſty, 

Thoſe who ſet at nought and fold him, 

Pierc'd and nail'd him to the Tree: 
Deeply wailing, 

Shall the true Meſſiah ſee. 


| 


: N rr by « 
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Every Iſland, Sea and Mountain, 
Heaven and Earth ſhall flee away, 
All who hate him, muſt confounded 
Hear the Trump proclaim the Day, 
Come to Judgment 

Come to Judgment ! come away ! 


Now Redemption long _ 
See in ſolemn Pomp appear; 

All his Saints by Man rejected, 
Now ſhall meet him in the Air, 
Hallelujah, 


See the Day of God appear. 


Anſwer thine own Bride and Spirit, 
Haften, Lord, the gen'ral Doom, 
The new Heavens and Earth t inherit, 
Take thy pining Exiles Home : 

All Creation : 
T ravails | Groans ! and bids thee come. 


Yea! Amen! let all adore thee, 

High on thine eternal Throne. 

Saviour, take the Power and Glory, 

Claim the Kingdom for thine own : 
O come quickly, 

Hallelujah ! come, Lord, come. 


Ss Y M N- LIL 
The ſame. 


E comes, he comes, the Judge ſevere, 
1 The ſeventh trumpet ſpeaks him near, 
is 


ight'nings flaſh, his Thunders roll, 
He's welcome to the faithful Soul, 


Wel- 
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Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 
Welcome to the faithful Soul. 


From Heav'n angelic Voices ſound, 

Sce the Almighty Jeſus crown'd, 

Girt with Omnipotence and Grace, 

And Glory decks the Saviour's Face, 
Glory, Glory, Glory, Glory, Glory decks the 


Saviour's Face. 


Deſcending on his Azure Throne, 
He claims the Kingdoms for his own : 
The Kingdoms all obey his Word, 
And hail him their triumphant Lord, 
Hail him, hail him, hail him, hail him, hail him 
their triumphant Lord. 


Shout all the People of the Sky, 
And all the Saints of the Moſt High, 
Our God, who now his Right obtains, 
For ever and fur ever reigns, 
Ever, ever, ever, ever, ever and for ever reigns. 


The Facher Praiſe, the Son Adore, 
The Spirit bleſs for evermore, 
Salvation's glorious Work is done, 
We welcome thee great Three in One. 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 
Welcome thee great Three in One. 


H Y M N LIN. 


Chriſt our great Melchiſedec. 
HOU dear Redeemer, dying Lamb, 


We love to hear of thee; 
No 
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No Muſfic like thy charming Name 
Ne'er half fo ſweet can be. 

O may we ever hear thy Voice 
In Mercy to us ſpeak, 

And in our Prieſt will we rejoice, 


Thou great Melchiſedec. 


Our Jeſus ſhall be till! our Theme, 
While in this World we ſtay, 
We'll ſing our Jeſu's lovely Name, 
When all Things elſe decay: 
When we appear in yonder Cloud, 
With all his favour'd Throng, 


Then will we ſing more ſweet, more loud, 
And Chriſt ſhall be our Song. 


. 


Unto you which Believe he is Preciaus. 


OST Sinners to ſave, 

The dear Lamb of God 
n Sacrifice gave, 

And ſhed his own Blood ; 

Adore the Creator, 

And Chriſt who was Slain, 

The one Mediator, 

Between God and Man. 


Jeſus is our Joy, 

Our Glory and Crown, 
What then ſhall annoy 

Or fink our Hearts down : 


Tho” 
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Tho' Men ſhould oppreſs us, 
And Devils affright, 

'The kind, loving Jeſus 

Is ſtill our Delight. 


eſus is our Stay, 

is Arm our 1 
What ſhall pluck away, 
Or drive us from thence ! 
Temptations may ſeize us, 
And Terrors diſtract, 
The merciful Jeſus 
Will never reject. 


When this preſent frame 

Of Things diſappear, 
Diſſolv'd in a Flame 

That melts down the Spheres ; 
The dear Name of Jeſus 
Our Triumph ſhall be, 

And raviſh and pleaſe us, 

To Eternity. 


H Y MN LV. 
Readineſs to meet the Son of Man, &c. 


A Trend e Mortals, hear the ſound, 
The V oice of Chriſt is to us all, 
See well, that ready you be found, 
When Chriſt the CE of Man ſhall call. 


The Hour unknown will ſurely come, 
May be the next; tis doubtleſs near, 
When each ſhall reach his longeſt Home, 


And at the Judgment Seat appear. 
- O flum- 
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O flumb'ring Saints, awake, ariſe, 

Raiſe from your Lamps a holy Flame, 
The Bridegroom's coming with ſurprize, 
And overwhelm the World with Shame. 


Cloath'd with the Robes of Righteouſneſs, 
Attend the coming of your God ; 

His faithful ones he will confeſs, 

And welcome to their bleſs'd Abode. 


= YT 6 MN JvL. 
Inviting to Praiſe. 


OME, guilty Souls, and flee away, 
Like Doves to Jeſu's Wounds, 
This is the welcome Goſpel-Day, 
Wherein free Grace abounds, 


God lov'd the World, and gave his Son 
To drink the Cup of Wrath; 

And Jeſus ſays, he'll caſt out none 

That come to him by Faith. 


HYMN LVI. 
Unfruitſulneſs. 
Nprofitable ſtill, 
We wait before the Lord, 


Alas! no ſweetneſs we can feel, 
Nor catch one gracious Word. 


D We 
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We hear the bleſſed ſound 

Of thy Salvation, Lord, 

But ftill how weak our Faith is found, 
And Knowledge of thy Word. 


How feeble is our Love 

How negligent our Fear! 
How low our Hope of Joys above 
How few Affections there 


How long muſt we attend 

In this unhappy W ay ? 

How long before our Deadneſs ends 
In one eternal Day ? 


Great God thy Fewer impart, 
To give thy Word Succeſs; 


Write thy Salvation on our Hearts, 
And make us learn thy Grace. 


O ſhew our Feet the way 

'That leads to Joys on high, 

Where Knowledge grows without Decay, 
And Love ſhall never Die. 


HT M N LVII. 
Praiſing God for his Nord. 


Leſs'd be thy Name, immortal King, 

Of all the Nations, Lord, 

Whoſe Love provides for finful Souls, 
The Cordial of thy Word. 


Our 


drowſy Pow'rs, w 
Awake each fl 
Nothing 
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* 


has half Work to do, 


Vet nothing's half ſo dull. 


The little Ants, for one poor Grain 
Labour, and tug, and ſtrive, 

Yet we, who have a Heav'n to obtain, 
How negligent we Live. 


Lift up our Souls in holy Zeal, 
Inflame our Breaſts with Love ; j 
Touch our cold, frozen Lips with Fire, 


O 


thou anointing Dove. 


Leave then, our Souls, the things of Earth, 


Lo! 


With God's Aſſembly join; 


Heav'n deſcends to welcome Man 


To taſte the things Divine. 


We come, dear Saviour, lo we come 
Thou Fountain Head of Good; 
Filthy we come, and al] unclean, 
O cleanſe us in thy Blood. 


Haſte, haſte to bring us to our Cod, 
To everlaſting Reſt, 

To ſhare with all dep: irted Saints 
'The holy Marriage Feat, 


O 


. 


To Jeſus. 


Lovely Jeſus, flaughter'd Lamb, 
We now W triumph in thy Name, 
D 2 At 
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At God's right Hand thou now haſt Place, 

While Choirs of Angels fing thy Praiſe. 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah. 
Praiſe the Lamb. 


Begin the Song, ye Hoſt above, 

Who ſee his Face ſo full of Love; . 

Ye Angels and Arch-Angels join 

To praiſe his Name in Hymns Divine, 
HALLELUJAH. | 


Shout, all the ranſom'd Souls of God, 
So dearly Bought with Jeſu's Blood ; 
We have the greateſt Cauſe to fing, 
The Children of the heav'nly King. 
HALLELUJAH, 


We magnify his glorious Name, 
Delight to ſpread the Saviour's Name; 
To him our Faith, our Hope aſpire, 
He fills our Hearts with heav'nly Fire. 
HALLELUJAH. 


He is our Light, our Life, and Joy, 
May we our Hearts and Lips Employ 
In ſhewing forth his ceaſeleſs Praiſe, 
The Wonders of redeeming Grace. 
HALLELUJAH. 


H Y M N. LX. 
The ſame. =P ART II. 


E T Potentates, who fit on Thrones, 
| And Kings, who wear terreſtial Crowns, 


Con- 
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Conſpire to praiſe his glorious Name, 
His Worth and Excellence proclaim. 
HALLELUJAH. 


Praiſe him all Creatures on the Earth, 

From him ye all derive your Birth, 

And are ſubſiſted by his Care, 

His Power and Majeſty declare. 
HALLELUJAH. 


— at thy myſterious Grace 

oth Heav'n and Earth rejoice in Praiſe, 

But who can ſet thy Glories forth, 

Thy Praiſe excels both Heav'n and Earth, 
HALLELUJAH. 


When we thy Judgment Seat on high 

Behold, erected in the Sky ; 

We ſhall rejoice to fee thee near, 

A Crown of Life we then ſhall wear. 
HALLELUJAH. 


There we ſhall join the heav'nly Throng, 

In one triumphant, endleſs Song; 

* Worthy the Lamb that once was ſlain, 

For ever on his Throne to Reign. 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, — 
Praiſe the Lamb. 


HT M N LXI. 
Praiſe for the Goſpel. 
] ESU, thy Word bleſs, 
That Sinners may prove, 
The heighth of th Ones, | 
The depth of thy | Pra : 
D 3 Then 
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Then we, without ceaſing 
Will found forth thy Fame, 
Aſeribing Salvation 

To God, and the Lamb. 


While others deſpiſe 

The Goſpel of Grace, 
Refuſe to receive 

be meſſage of Peace: 
With Joy we acknowledge 
'The Goodneſs of God, 

In bringing us Sinners 

To hear his bleſt Word. 


This Goſpel of Truth 
We gladly Embrace, 
Contend for the Faith 
That faves the loſt Race: 
In deep Admiration 

We ſtand, to behold 
The glorious Salvation 
The Scriptures unfold. 


We liſt up our Voice, 
And join in his Praiſe, 
Are glad and rejoice 

In the Word of Grace: 
Adore the Creator, 
And Chriſt who was ſlain, 
The one Mediator 
Between God and Man. 
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HT MN LXIL 


The Goſpel. 


OD ſent his Son to Die for us, 
Die to Redeem us from the Curſe, 
He took our Weakneſs ; bore our Load, 
And dearly Bought it with his Blood. 
Dearly, dearly, dearly, dearly, dearly 
Bought it with his Blood. 


Salvation is of God alone, 

Life everlaſting in his Son, 

And he that gave his Son to Bleed, 

Will freely give us all we need. 
Freely, freely, &c. 


Believe the Goſpel, and rejoice, 

Sing to the Lord with chearful Voice; 

His Goodneſs praiſe, his Wonders tell, 

Who ranſom'd Sinners Souls from Hell. 
Ranſom'd, ranſom'd, &c. 


H Y M N. LXIII. 
Confeſſion and Pardon. 


OW often have I ſtood 
A Rebel to the Skies ! 
The calls, the tenders of a God, 
And Mercies loudeſt Cries ! 


He offers all his Grace, 

And all his Heaven to me 
Offers ! but tis to ſenſeleſs Braſs 
That cannot feel or ſee ! 


D 4 Jeſus 


( 56 ) f 
Jeſus the Saviour ſtands 


To court me, from above, 
And looks and ſpreads his wounded Hands, 
And ſhews the Prints of Love. 


Lord, tis againſt thy Face, 

ly Sins, like Arrows, riſe ; 

And yet, and yet, (Oh ! matchlefs Grace) 
i hy Thunder ſilent ſtays. 


© ſhall I never feel 

The meltings of thy Love, 

Am I of ſuch Hell harden'd Steel 
That Mercy cannot move. 


Now for one pow'rful Glance 

Dear Saviour, from thy Face, 

This Rebel Heart no more withſtands, 
But fanks beneath thy Grace. 


O'ercome by dying Love, 

Here at a Ch I fall ; 

Be thou my Strength and Righteouſneſs, 
My Jefus, and my All. 


HT MN LXIV. 
Come and M elcome to Jeſus Chriſt. 


OM E, ye Sinners, who are wretched, 
Weak and Wounded, Sick and Poor, 
* ready ſtands to ſave you, 
all of Pity, join'd with Power: 
He is able, he is able, he is able, 
He is willipg ; doubt no more, 
Come, 
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Come, ye weary, heavy laden, 

Bruis'd and mangled by the Fall ; 

If you tarry till you're better, 

You will never come at all : 

Not the Righteous ! not the Righteous ! 
Not the Righteous ! 

Sinners, Jeſus came to call! 


View him ling in the Garden, 
Lo! your Mafter proſtrate lies, 

On the bloody Tree behold him ! 
Hear him cry, before he Dies, 

It is finiſh'd, it is finiſh'd, it is finiſh'd, 
Sinner, will not this ſuffice ? 


Lo! th' incarnate God aſcended, 

Pleads the Merits of his Blood ; 

Venture on him, venture wholly, 

Let no other truſt intrude : 

None but Jeſus, none but Jeſus, none but Jeſus, 
Can do helplefs Sinners good. 


Saints and Angels join'd in Concert, 
Sing the Praiſes of the Lamb, 
While the bleſſed Scats of Heaven, 
Sweetly eccho forth his Name : 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
Sinners here may ſing the ſame. 


H Y M N LXV, 
PSAL MM CXVIIL 
An Hoſanna for the Lord's Day, 
E E what a living Stone, 
The Builders did refuſe, 


” 
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Yet God hath Built his Church thereon, 
In ſpite of envious Jews. 


The Work, O Lord, is thine, 
And wond'rous in our Eyes; 
This Day declares it all Divine, 
'This Dey did Jeſus riſe. 


This is the glorious Day, 

That our Redeemer m 

Let us rejoice, and fing, and pray, 
Let all the Church be glad. 


Hoſanna to the King 

Of David's royal Blood. 

Bleſs him, ye Saints, he comes to bring 
Salvation from your God. 


We bleſs thine holy Word, 
Which all this Grace diſplays, 
And offer on thine Altar, Lord, 
Our Sacrifice of Praiſe. 


H Y M N LXVI. 
PSALM CXXXVL 


GIVE to our God immortal Praiſe, 
Mercy and 'Truth are all his Ways, 
Wanders of 6 to Cad belong, 

Repeat his Mercies in your Song. 


Give to the Lord of Lords Renown, 
The King of Kings with — crown ; 
His Mercites ever "hall endur 

When Lords and Kings are — no more. 
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He built the Earth, he ſpread the Sky, 
And fix'd the ftarry Lights on high; 
Winders of Grace to God belong. 


Repeat his Morcies in your Song. 


He faw the Gentiles dead in Sin, 

And felt his Pity Work within ; 

His Merces ever ſhall endure, 

IV hen Death and Sin ſhall reign no more. . 


He ſent his Son with Pow'r, to ſave 

From Guilt and Darkneſs, and the Grave; 
Wonders of Grace v0 Gad belong, 

Repeat his Mercies in your Song. 


Thro' this vain World he guides our Feet, 
And leads us to his heav'nly Seat ; 

His Mercies ever ſhall endure, 

Il hen this vain WWarld ſball be no more. 


HT MN LXVIL 


PS ALM CXLVI. 


In Work ſo pleaſant and divine, 
w while the Fleſh is our Abode, 
And when our Souls aſcend to God, 


Pin ye the Lord, our Hearts ſhould join 
0 


May Praiſe employ our nobleſt Powers, 
While Immortality endures ; 

Our Days of Praiſe ſhould ne'er be paſt, 
While Life, and Thought, and Being, laft. 


Happy 
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Happy the Man, whoſe Hopes 

On JjraeP's God; he made de She, 

And Earth, and Seas, with all their train, 
And none ſhall find his Promiſe vain. 


He loves his Saints, he knows them well, 
But turns the Wicked down to Hell: 
Thy God, O Zion, ever Reigns, 

Praiſe him in everlaſting Strains. 


H Y MN LXVII. 


PS ALM CXLVIII. 


Praiſe to God frem all Creatures. 


E tribes of Adam join, 
With Heaven, and Earth, and Seas, 

And oſter Notes Divine, 
Lo your Creator's Praiſe. 

Ye holy Throng 

Of Angels bright, 

In Worlds of Light, 

Begin the Song. 


The ſhining Worlds above, 
In glorious Order ftand, 
Or in ſwift Courſes move, 
By his ſupreme Command. 
He ſpake the Word, 
And all their Frame 
From nothing came, 
To praiſe the Lord, 


Let 


( 6r ) 


Let all the Nations fear 
The God that rules above, 

He brings his People near, 
And makes them taſte his Love : 
While Earth and Sky 

Attempt his Praiſe, 
His Saints ſhall] raiſe 
His Honours high. 


H Y M N LXIX. 
PSALM CXLIX. 
Praiſe God, all his Saints, c. 


| LL ye that love the Lord rejoice, 
And let your Songs be new, 
Amidſt the Church with chearful Voice, 
His later Wonders ſhew. 


The Lord takes Pleaſure in the Juſt, 
Whom Sinners treat with ſcorn ; 

The Meek that lie deſpis'd in Duſt, 
Salvation ſhall adorn. 


Saints ſhould be joyful in their King, 
E'en on a dying Bed, 
And like the in Gl 

For God ſhall raiſe the 


Then his high Praiſe ſhall fill their Tongues, 
'Their Hand ſhall wield the Sword, 


Such Honour for the Saints remains, 


Praiſe ye, and love the Lord. 


Sing, 


HYMN 


( 62.) 
HT MN LXX. 
PSALM CL 


A Song of Praiſe. 


I N God's own Houſe pronounce his Praiſe, 
1 _= Grace he | ps reveals, 

o Heav'n oy and Wonder raiſe 

For there his Glory dwells. : 


Let all your ſacred Paſſions move, 
While you rehearſe his Deeds ; 
But the great Work of ſaving Love, 

Your higheſt Praiſe exceeds. 


All that have Motion, Life, and Breath, 
Proclaim your Maker Bleft ; 

Yet when our Voice is loſt in Death, 
Our Souls ſhall praiſe him beſt. 


HT MN LXXI. 
Characters of God's Children, &c. 


O new-born Babes deſire the Breaſt, 

To feed, and grow, and thrive ; 

So Saints 2 the Goſpel taſte, 
And by the Goſpel live. 


Grace. like an uncorrupted Seed, 
Abides and Reigns within: 
Immortal Principles forbid 
The Sons of God to Sin. 


163) 


Acceſs at Hour, 
within the Veil, 


22 


ing 
To dwell fo near their Father's Seat, 
And ſee his lovely Face. 


Lord, I addreſs thy Throne, 
Call me a Child of thine; 
Send down the Spirit of thy Son, 
Io form my Heart Divine. 


There ſhed thy choiceſt Loves abroad, 
And make my Comforts ſtrong ; 

Then ſhall I fay, my Father, God, 

With an unwav'ring Tongue. 


HT MN LXXII. 


HE Lord Jehovah reigns, 
His Throne is built on high, 
The Garments he aſſumes, 
Are Light and Majeſty : 

His Glories ſhine 

With Beams fo bright, 

No mortal Eye 

Can bear the Sight. 


And can this mighty King 
Of Glory — #2 4 


( 64 ) 
Aga will he write his Name, 
My Father, and my Friend: 
I love his Name, | 
J love his Word, 
Join all my Powers, 
And praiſe the Lord. 


HT MN LXXIII. 


For ons under Temptation. 


ES U, lover of my Soul, 

Let me to thy Boſom fly, 
While the nearer Waters roll, | 
While the Tempeſt ftill is high: 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 
Till the Storm of Life is paſt, 
Safe into the Haven guide, 

O receive my Soul at laſt. 


Other Refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpleſs Soul on thee, 
Leave, O leave me not alone, 
Still Support and Comfort me : 
All my Truſt on thee is ſtay'd, 
All my Help from thee I bring, 
Cover my defenceleſs Head, 
With the ſhadow of thy Wing. 


Thou, O Chrift, art all I want, 
More than all in thee I find, 

Raiſe tae Fallen, chear the Faint, 
Heal the Sick, and lead the Blind: 


Juſt 


( 6s ) 


Juſt and Holy is thy Name 

1 am all unrighteouſneſs, 

Vile, and full of Sin I am, 

Thou art full of Truth and Grace. 


Plenteous Grace with thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my Sin, 

Let the healing Streams abound, 
Make and keep me within : 


Prayer for Seriouſneſs. 


HOU God of glorious Majeſty ! 
To thee, againft myſelf, to thee, 
Worm of Earth, I cry ; 
An half awaken'd Child of Man, 
An heir of endleſs Bliſs or Pain, 
A Sinner, Born to Die. 


Lo! on a narrow Neck of Land, 

*T wixt two unbounded Seas, I ftand 
Secure; Inſenſible ! 

A point of Time, a Moments f; 

Removes me to that heav'nly Place, 
Or ſhuts me up in Hell. 


O God, 


( 66 ) 


O God, mine inmoſt Soul Convert, 
TT 
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Eternal thin 
Give me to feel t their {6 Weight, 
And tremble on the brink of Fate, 

And wake to Righteouſneſs. 


Before me place in dread Array, 

The Pomp of that tremendous Day, 
be bo thou with Clouds ſhall come 
2 the Nations at thy Bar, 

me, Lord, ſhall I be there, 
To — a joyful Doom ? 


at Buſineſs here, 
Wn ſerious s In duflry and Care, 
My future Bliſs t enſure: 
Thine utmoſt Counſel to fulfill, 
And ſuffer all thy righteous Win, 
And to the End endure. 


Then, Saviour, then, my Soul rece ive, 

Tranſported from the Vale, to Live 
And Reign with thee above: 

Where F aith ; is ſweetly loſt in Sight, 

And Hope in full ſupreme Delight, 
And everlaſting Love. 


HT MN LXXV. 
Longing to Worſhip and Praiſe God with Fear. 
leftial King, our Spirits lie 
Trembling beneath thy Feet, 


And wiſh, and caft a Jonging Eye, 
To reach thy lofty Seat. « 


Seraphs, 


(67) 


Seraphs, with elevated Strains, 
Circle thy Throne around, 
And move and charm the ftarry Plains, 
With an immortal found. 


Jeſus the Lord their Harps Employ 
Jeſus, our Love they Sing; b 
Jeſus, the Name of both our Joys, 
Sounds ſweet from ev'ry String. 


Now we riſe and join their Son 
And be as A Is too; be 
earts, our Hands, our Ears, our I ongues, 
Here's joyful Work for you. 


We would begin the Muſick here, 
And ſo our Souls ſhould riſe ; 

O for ſome heav*nly Notes, to bear 
Our Spirits to the Skies. 


There we that love the Saviour, fit 
(There we would fain have Place,) 
Amongſt your Thrones, or at your Feet, 

So we might ſee his Face, 


H Y M N LXXVI. 
Feſus the only Saviour. 


DAM, our Father, and our Head 
Tranſgreſs'd; and Juſtice doom'd us dead, 
Great God we own th' unh Name, 
Whence ſprung our Nature, and our Shame. 


But, 


(6 ) 


But, O unutterable Grace ! 

Th' Eternal Son takes Adam's Place! 
Down to the World the Saviour flies, 
Stretches his naked Arms, and Dies. 


Amazing Work ! look down ye Skies, 
Wonder and with all your Eyes; 
Ye heav'nly Thrones, ſtoop from above, 
And bow to this myſterious Love. 


HY M N LXXVIL 
| I is Finiſhnd ! 


af done ! the Rocks are rent in twain, 
The Temple's Veil is torn, 
The Saviour Dies, his parting Soul 
To diſtant Realms is borne. 


"Tis finiſh'd ! the Meſſiah's Dead, 
He Dies, to Die no more ; 

Dies, that the Souls of mortal Men 
To Heav'n may ſweetly Soar, 


He Dies, to ſhut the Mouth of Hell, 

To lead the Way to Heavin; 
Dies, that the laden Soul 
May aſk, and be forgiv'n. 


Jeſu, we aſk, O hear our Pray'r, 
Our Saviour, God the Son, 
Forgive our Sins, our Pardon ſ- 


And whiſper thou, *Tis Done / 


( 69 ) 


Our 8 Spirits now revive, 
Wich all thy quick'ning Grace: 
Speak now the gracious Word, O God, 
Tis finiſh'd, go in Peace. 


H Y M N LXXVII. 
MORNING. 


C OM E, let us adore 
The Lord's gracious Hand, 
(Our great Governor ) 
Who gave a Command 
And Charge to his Angels 
To watch round our Bed, 
To guard us from Evils, 


From Dangers and Dread. 


Our Shepherd alone 
The Lord let us bleſs, 
Who reigns on the Throne 
The Prince of our Peace; 
Who evermore ſaves us 
By ſhedding his Blood ; 
All hail, holy Jeſus, 
Our Lord and our God 


We daily will fi 
Thy 2 Praiſe, 
Thou merciful Spring 
Of Pity and Grace: 
* Kindneſs for ever 
o Men we will tell; 
And ſay, our dear Saviour 
Redeems us from Hell. 


Preſerve 


(79) 


Preſerve us in Love, 
While here we abide ; 
Nor ever remove, 

Nor cover, nor hide, 
ha. lorious Salvation; 
Fi joyful we ſee 

The beautiful Viſion 
Compleated in thee. 


HT M N LXXIX. 
EVENING. 


RE I lleeps for ev'ry Favour 
This Day ſhew'd 
By my God, 

I will praiſe my Saviour. 


O my Lord, what ſhall I render 
o thy Name, 
Still the ſame, 
Gracious, good, and tender ? 


Leave me not, but ever love me; 
Let thy Peace 
Be my Bliſs, 

Till thou hence remove me. 


Viſit me with thy Salvation ; 
Let thy Care 
Now be near, 


Round my Habitation, 


C99 3 


Thou my Rock, my Guard, and Tower, 
Safely keep, 
While L ſleep, 

Me with all thy — 


So, whene'er in Death I ſlumber, 
Let me riſe 
With the Wiſe, 

Counted in their Number. 


H Y MN LXXX. 


The Pilgrimage of the Saints. 


ORD! what a wretched Land is this 
'That yields us no ſupply ; 
No chearing Fruits, no wholeſome Trees, 
Nor ftreams of living Joy. 


Yet the dear Path to thine Abode, 

Lies thro' this horrid Land, 

Lord! may we keup that heav'nly Road, 
And run at thy — | 


Lon Ly and Darkneſs dwell below, 
ith ſcarce a twinkling Ray ; 

But the bright World to which we go, 
Is everlaſting Day. 


Forget the troubles of the Ways, 
And reach at Zion's Hill. 


* 
— — — — 


(72) 
See the kind Angels at the Gates, 


Inviting us to come 
There Jeſus the Forerunner waits, 
To welcome Trav'llers Home 


Eternal Glories to the King, 
'That brings his People Wd, 
Their Tongues ſhall never ceaſe to ſing, 
And endleſs Praiſe renew. 


HT MN LXXXI. 


For a Lird's Day Morning. 


B EH Ol. D, the Morning Sun 

Begins his glorious Way, 

His Beams thro' all the Nations run, 
And Life and Light convey. 


But where the Goſpel comes, 
It ſpreads diviner Light, 

It calls dead Sinners from their Tombs, 
And gives the Blind their Sight. 


Within thy Churches, Lord, 
We long to find our Place : 
Thy Power and Glory to behold, 
And feel thy quick'ning Grace. 


For Life, without thy Love, 
No Reliſh can afford ; 

No Joy can be compar'd with this, 
To ſerve and pleaſe the Lord. 


We'd 


SE, 


We'd hear thy Word with love, 
And now would fain obey, 
ee Spirit from above, 
To guide us, left we ſtray. 


Our gracious God, how plain 
Are thy Directions giv'n ! 
O may we never hear in vain, 


But find the Path to Heav'n. 


H Y MM N LXXXII. 
The Nation's Proſperity, and the Church's Increaſe. 


QHINE, mighty God, on Britain, ſhine, 
With Beams of heav'nly Grace ; 
Reveal thy Power through all our Coaſts, 
And ſhew thy ſmiling Face. 


When ſhall thy Name, from Shore to Shore, 
Sound all the Earth abroad, 


And diftant Nations know and love 
Their Saviour and their God? 


Sing to the Lord, ye diftant Lands, 
Sing loud with ſolemn Voice, 

While Britiſh Tongues Exalt his Praiſe, 
And Britiſh Hearts rejoice. 


He, the Lord, the ſov'reign Judge, 
That enthron'd above ; 

Wiſely commands the Worlds he made, 
In Juſtice and in Love. 


E Earth 


(74 ) 


Earth ſhall obey her Maker's Will, 
And yield a full Increaſe; 

Our God will crown his Choſen Iſle 
With Fruitfulneſs and Peace. 


God the Redeemer, ſcatters round 
His choiceſt Favours here ; 

While the Creation's utmoſt bound, 
Shall ſee, adore, and fear. 


H Y M N LXXXII. 
" PSALM XC. 
The Eternal and Sovereign Lord. 


HE Lord Jehovah reigns, 
_ And Royal State maintains, 
is 
Array'd in Robes of Light, 
Begirt with ſovereign Might, 


And rays of Majeſty around. 


Upheld by thy Commands, 
The World ſecurely ſtands, 

And Skies and Stars obey thy Word: 
Thy Throne was fix' d on high, 
Before the ſtarry Sky, 

Eternal is thy Kingdom, Lord. 


Let Floods and Nations Rage, 
And all their Pow'rs engage, 
Let ſwelling Tides aſſaults the Sky: 
The terrors of thy Frown 
Shall beat their Madneſs down, 
Thy Throne for ever ftands on high, 


ead with awful Glories crown'd, 


; 


—— W 
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(C 75) 


Thy Promiſes are true, 
Thy Grace is ever new, 
There fix'd ; thy Church ſhall ne er remove: 
Thy Saints, with holy Fear, 
Shall in thy Courts appear, 
And ſing thy everlaſting Love. 


H Y M N LXXXIV. 
The laſt Judgment. 


HE God of Glory ſends his Summons forth, 
Calls the South Nations, and awakes the 
[ North, 

From Eaſt to Weſt the ſov'reign Order's ſpread, 
Thro' diſtant Worlds, and regions of the Dead. 


The Trumpet ſounds ; Hell trembles ; Heaven re- 
[ joices, 


Lift up your Heads ye Saints, with chearful Voices. 


© Heav'n, Earth, and Hell, draw near; let all 
[things come, 

To hear my Juſtice, and the Sinners doom, 
© But gather firſt my Saints, the Judge com- 
[mands, 

Bring them, ye Angels, from their diſtant 
[ Lands, 


l ben Chrift returns, *wake evcry chearful Paſſion, 
And ſhout, ye Saints, he comes for your Salvation. 


E 2 « Here, 


( 76 ) 
© Here, ( ſaith the Lord) ye Angels, ſpread 


their Thrones, | 
© And near me ſeat my Favourites and Sons, 
Come, my redeem'd, poſſeſs the Joys prepar'd, 
* Fer Time began, tis your divine Reward. 


When Chrift returns, *wake every chearful Paſſion, 
And ſhout, ye Saints, he comes for your Salvation. 


: 4 . uu 
* LY 3 by Fs 2 


Sinners, awake betimes; ye Fools be wiſe, 
Awake, before the dreadful Morning riſe; 
Change your vain Thoughts, your crooked 
(Ways amend, 
Fly to the Saviour, make the Judge your 
r 


(Friend : 
Then join, ye Saints, "wake every chearful Paſſion, 
IV hen Chriſt returns, he comes for your Salvation- 


HT M N LXXXV. 
A ſight of God martifies us to the IVarld. 


P to the Fields where Angels lie, 
And living Waters gently roll; 
Fain would our T houghts leap out and fy, 
But Sin hangs heavy on ons Bout, 


Thy wond'rous Blood, dear dying Chriſt, 
Can make this World of Guilt remove, 
And thou canſt bear us, where thou fly'it, 
On thy kind Wings, celeſtial Dove. 


O might 


( 77 ) 


O might we once mount up and fee 

The Glories of th' eternal Skies; 

What little things theſe Worlds would be ? 
How deſpicable to our Eyes 


Great All in All, Eternal King, 

Let us but view thy lovely Face : 

And all our Pow'rs ſhall bow and fing 
Thine endleſs Grandeur and thy Grace, 


H Y MN LXXxXVI. 


God the Son equal with the Father, 


Right King of Glory, dreadful God, 
Our Spirits bow before thy Frown, 

To thee we lift an humble Thought, 

And worſhip at thine awful Throne. 


A thouſand Seraphs, ftrong and bright, 
Stand round the glorious Dei : 

But who among the Sons of Light, 
Pretends Compariſon with thee. 


B 


Yet there is one of human Frame, 
Jeſus, array'd in Fleſh and Blood, 
Thinks it no Robbery to claim 

A full equality with God. 


Jeſus! who left the Worlds of Light, 
And the bright Robes he wore above ; 
How ſwift and joyful was his Flight 
On Wings of everlaſting Love ! 


E 3 Then 


( 78 ) 


Then let the Name of Chrift our King, 
With equal Honours be ador'd : 

His Praite let every Angel ſing, 

And all the Nations own the Lord. 


WW Y M N LXXXVII. 


The Effufion of the Spirit. 


REAT was the Day, the Joy was great 
When the divine Diſciples met: 
While on their Heads the Spirit came, 
And fat like Fongues of cloven Flame. 


The ruſhing Wind that went before, 
Declares our Lord's Almighty Pow'r, 
His Pow'r to caſt Oppoſers down, 

And warm and melt ev'n Hearts of Stone. 


Wich Joy and Gladneſs they proclaim 
The Wonders of the 54 "= wk 
They boldly publiſh Jeſu's Word, 
They Preach the Goſpel of our Lord. 


Nations, the learned and the rude, 
Are by theſe heav'nly Arms ſubdu'd, 
While Satan rages at the loſs 

And hates the Doctrine of the Croſs. 


Great King of Grace, our Hearts ſubdue, 
We would be led in triumph too : 

All willing Captives to our Lord, 

And ſing the Conqueſts of his Word. 


HYMN 


* 
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H Y M N LXXXVIII. 
God's Eternal Dominion. 


REAT God, how Infinite art thou! 
What worthleſs Worms are we 
Let the whole race of Creatures bow, 
And pay their Praiſe to thee, 


Thy Throne eternal Ages ſtood, 
Fre Seas or Stars were made, 

Thou art the ever-living God, 
(Were all the Nations Dead.) 


Eternity, with all its Years, 

Stands preſent in thy View: 
To thee, there's nothing old appears, 
Great God ! there's nothing New. 


Our Lives thro” various Scenes are drawn, 
And vex'd with trifling Cares : 

While thine eternal Thought moves on, 
Thine undiſturb'd Affairs. 


Great God, how Infinite art thou! 
What worthleſs Worms are we ! 
Let the whole race of Creatures bow, 

And pay their Praiſe to thee. 


H T MN LXXXIX. 
Complaint of Ingratitude. 


I S this the kind return ? 

And theſe the Thanks we owe ? 
Thus to abuſe eternal Love, 
Whence all our — flow. 

4 
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To what a ſtubborn Frame, 
Has Sin reduc'd our Mind 

What ſtrange rebellious Wretches we ? 

And God as ſtrangely kind. 
On us, he bids the Sun 


Send his reviving Rays: 
For us, the Stars their Circles run, 
To lengthen out our Days. 


The Brutes obey their God, 
And bow their Necks to Men! 
But we more baſe, more brutiſh Things, 


Reject his eaſy Reign. 


Turn, turn us, mighty God, 

And mould our Souls afreſh ; 

Break, fov'reign Grace, theſe Hearts of Stone, 
And give us of Fleſh. 


Let old Ingratitude 
Provoke our ing Eyes, 

And hourly as new Mercies fall, 
Let hourly Thanks ariſe, 


HT MN XC. 


Longing to praiſe Jeſus. 


What ſhall we do our Saviour to praiſe ? 
So faithful and true, ſoplenteous in grace, 
So ſtrong to deliver, ſo good to redeem _ 
The weakeſt Believer, that hangs upon him. 


How 


rg 
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How happy the Man, whoſe Heart is ſet free 
The People that can be joyful in thee 
Their Joy is to walk in the light of thy Face, 
And ftill they are talking of Jeſus's Grace. 


Their daily Delight ſhall be in thy Name, 
They ſhall, as their right, thy Righteouſneſs 
(claim 
Thy Righteouſneſs wearing, and cleans'd by 
thy Bl 
Bold thall they appear in the Preſence of God, 


For thou art their Boaſt, their Glory & Power, 
And I alſo truſt to ſee the glad Hour; 

For Sorrow and Sadneſs, Joy may I receive, 
And ſhare in the gladneſs of all that believe. 


HY M KN ACL 
Thy Name is as Ointment, Sc. Cant. i. 3. 


HE Name of Chriſt, how ſweet the ſound ! 
A pleaſant Balm for every Wound ; 
It quite expels our Doubts and Fears, 
And is melodious in our Ears. 


Angels admire his wond'rous. Name, 
And ſing the triumphs of the Lamb; 
Prophets, Apoſtles, Martyrs, join 

To ſhout the glorious Name Divine. 


Jeſu, at thy great Name we bow, 

Gladly fall and worſhip now 

At thy bleſs'd Feet, we wait to prove 

The Rickes of redeeming Love. _ 


(WJ 


Of this tremendous Name we boaſt, 

And in its Merit only truſt : 

Here is our Rock, our Shield and Tower, 
Which faves us from the Tempter's Power. 


We'll praiſe this Name, all the Day long 
It ſhall be our triumphant Song; 

Aud when we're call'd by Death away, 
We'll praiſe him on a higher Key. 


When we arrive before the Throne, 
Where our great Captain Saviour's gone, 
"hen we in nobler Strains, ſhall join 
1% praife the glorious Name Divine. 


HTT M N XX. 
Hege in an unchangeable Covenaur. 


IN and Satan oft have ftrove, 

To rend our Souls from thee, our God, 
But everlaſting is thy Love, 
And Jeſus ſeals it with his Blood. 


Amidft Tc mptations ſharp and ſtrong, 
Our Souls to this dear Refuge flies, 
Hope is our Anchor, firm and ftrong, 
While Tempeſts blow, and Billows rife, 


The Goſpel bears our Spirits up, 
A faithful and unchanging God, 
Lays the Foundation for our Hope, 
in Ouths, and Promiſes, and Blood. 


HYMN 
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H Y M N XCIIL 
Before Sermon. 


E T every mortal Ear attend, 

Ye Souls that's with Temptation's toſs'd, 
While God proclaims the Sinners Friend, 
Jeſus, the Saviour of the loft : 

For ever bleſſed be his Name, 
A Friend of Sinners ſtil! the ſame. 


Sinners, obey the Goſpel Call, 

Whoe'er believes in Chriſt ſhall live; 

He ſpread his Arms t' embrace you all, 

The chief of Sinners he'll receive. 
For ever bleſſed, &c. 


To you, the Saviour calls, to you, 
His Heart is melted with Love's Fire : 
Then haſte, ye Sinners, to purſue, 
The Saviour with a pure Deſire, 

For ever bleſſed, &c. 


Come, let us view his bleeding Heart, 
Who was content to Die for us; 
Our Sins have caus'd him piercing Smart, 
When he Jay bleeding on the Croſs. 

For ever bleſſed, &c. 


Awake, awake, ye fleepy Souls 
Behold a dying Saviour's Blood: 
Priſoners of Hope, here's the ſtrong Hold 
That reconciles us all to Gud | 
For ever blefſed be his Name; 
A Friend of Sinners ſtil] the ſame. 


HYMN 


( 34 ) 
HY MN XCIV. 


For it pleaſed the Father that in him all Fulne/; 
ſhould dwell. 


Precious Saviour, Chriſt, 
All Fulneſs dwells in thee : 
O loving Lamb, give me to fee! 
Thy Fulneſs, filling me. 


Whatever Sinners want 

Lies treaſur'd up in thee ; 

And Grace for Grace they may receive. 
Out of thy Fulneſs free. 


Come, Sinners, taſte this Grace 
Behold his loving Heart 

See how your Unbelief him ſpear'd, 
And caus'd him bitter ſmart. 


The Way is open free 
The Law? is fatisfy'd : 


The flaming Sword no more appears, 
Since Chriſt himſelf has Dy'd. 


Now the full Ranſom's paid, 
Our God demands no more : 
Sinners, rejoice in Jeſu's Blood, 
That inexhauſtleſs Store. 


O that you would believe, 
That the whole Debt is paid, 


Then would your Souls in God rejoice, 
And feel that he's your Aid. 


Faith 


( 8, ) 


Faith is the gift of God, 

And he beſtows it free: 

Cry to him, helpleſs Sinner, cry, 
And he will give it thee. 


All Glory to the Lamb 

That dy'd upon the Croſs 
For ever bleſſed be his Name, 
For ke was flain for us. 


HY MN . 


Waiting under the Mord. 


ATHER of Mercies, God of Love, 
Whoſe Bowels of Compaſſion move 
To Sinners, Vile and Baſe : | 
Now bow thine Ear to our Requeſt, 
And hear us, for we fain would reſt 
Upon thy ſov*reign Grace. 


* Glory, ſweetly, Lord 
N H by Grace afford 
inners, ſuc 
* us now feel thy — Love, 
And hear thy Voice, celeſtial Dove, 
Then ws ſhall we be. 


Let every Action, every Thought 
Be * Subje&tion — a 


To thee, our gracious Lord: 
Now let our ſtub Wills be broke, 
And Sin receive the fatal ſtroke, 

By thine ä Word. 


Then 
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Then will we ſing to thee our Lord, 
All Glory to th' eternal Word, 
2 That ſaves our Souls from Death: 
hen ſhall we praiſe thy ſov'reign Grace, 
And fing the Beauties of thy Fo, 
While we have Life or Breath. 


HT MN AXCVL 


On the Lord's Day. 


To praiſe thy Name, give thanks and fing, 
o ſhew thy Love by Morning Light, 
And talk of all thy Truth at Night, 


Jas is the Work, O God our King, 


Sweet is the Day of ſacred Reſt, 

No mortal Cares ſhould ſeize our Breaft ; 
O may our Hearts in tune be found, 
Like David's Harp of ſolemn ſound. 


Our Hearts ſhould triumph in the Lord, 

And bleſs thy Works, and bleſs thy Word ; 
Thy works of Grace, how bright they ſhine ! 
How deep thy Counſels ! how Divine ! 


O may we ſee, and hear, and know, 
What Mortals cannot reach below ; 
May all our Pow'rs find ſweet Employ, 
In Chriſt's eternal World of Joy. 


HYMN 


C. oy 2 
HT MN XCVIL 
Longing for the Houſe of God. 


ORD of the Worlds above, 
How Pleaſant and how Fair, 
The dwellings of thy Love, 

Thy earthly Temples are. 

To his Abode 

My Soul afpire, 

With warm Defire, 

To ſee thy God. 


O happy Souls that pray, 
Where God appoints to hear, 
O happy Men that pay 
Their conſtant Service there 
They praiſe Chriſt ſtill, 
And happy the 
That love the Way, 
To Zion's Hill. 


Th from Strength to Strength, 

Thro his dark vale of tears, 

"Till each arrives at length, 

Till each in Heaven appears. | 
O glorious Seat, | 
Our God and King, 

Us thither bring, 
To kiſs thy Feet. 


The Lord, his People loves, 
His Hand no Good with-holds, 
From 
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From thoſe his Heart approves, 
From pure and 11 Souls. 
hrice hap 
O God of Hoa” 
Whoſe Spirit truſts 
Alone in thee. 


HT MN XCVIII. 
Chrift the Friend of Sinners. 


LE T every mortal Ear attend, 

With 3 Awe, before our God, 
While he proclaims the Sinners Friend, 
And ſpeaks of Pardon thro' his Blood. 


All Power's committed to his Hands, 
The Soul that truſts his Word ſhall live, 
The Power of his Blood commands, 
The vileſt Sinners to Believe. 


Behold his Head, his Hands, his Feet, 
His — and — oY Side; 


Here at his Croſs, 2 
Behold the Lamb * God Dy'd. 


Look up, ye trembling Sinners all, 
And view Jim with a faithful Eye ; 
Tis you, poor Sinners, you, he calls, 
He that believes ſhall never Die. 


Come hither all ye trembling Hoſt, 
The Saviour ſhall your Souls defend, 
He came to ſeek and ſave the loſt, 
Chrift is the Sinners only Friend. 


Hark! 
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Hark ! how his tender Bowels move, 
Touch'd with a feeling ſympathy, 
The Fountain of eternal e 

Is open now, poor Soul, for thee. 


H Y MN XC. 


Virtue of Cbriſts Blood. 


QAVIOUR, we want to know 
We want to know our Father, God ; 
We want to ſee thy glorious Face, 
Thro' his eternal, ſov'reign Grace. 


Our Strength and Virtue we have loſt, 
And Sin is all that we can boaſt ; 

If thou ſhould'ſt leave us thus, we Die 
And Periſh to Eternity. 


"Tis Life Eternal thee to know, 

"Tis from thee all our Bleſſings flow: 
"Tis by the Virtue of thy Blood, 
That we are reconcil'd to God. 


'Tis by thy Blood we muſt o'ercome, 
"Tis by thy Blood we are brought Home: 
Sinners, tis Life to know this Blood, 
"Tis this that ſeals your Pardon good. 


O let us now be waſh'd therein, 
And let our Souls be freed from Sin : 
Shew us, that tho” we are undone, 
That thou, the Victory haſt Won. 


Then 


thy Blood, 
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Then will we join to praiſe thy Name, 
And fpread abroad thy glorious Fame, 
Hoſanna, to our Covenant God, 


Behold the Merits of his Blood. 


HE Y M N C. 


JESU, our Lord, 

| Thy Name be ador'd, 

For all the rich Bleffings convey'd thro' thy 
(Word, 


In Spirit we trace 
Thy Wonders of Grace, 
And chearfully join in a Conſort of Praiſe, 


The antient of 
His Glory diſplays, 
And ſhines on his Choſen with cheriſhing Rays, 


The Trumpet of God 
Is ſounding abroad, 
The Language of Mercy, Salvation thro' Blood. 


Thrice happy are they, 
Who hear and obey, 
And ſhare in the bleiſings of this Goſpel-Day. 


The People who know 
The Saviour below, 


Wich burning Affection to worſhip him glow. 
Their 
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Their Anguiſh and Smart, 
And Sorrows depart, 
Who find his Salvation inſcrib'd on their 
(Heart. 


This Blefling is mine, 
Thro' Favour Divine, 
But, O my Redeemer, the Glory be thine, 


The Work is of Grace, 
Thine, thine be the Praiſe, 
And mine to adore thee, and tell of thy Ways. 


5 & SS Sx - © 
Al and ſing the Song 
a 


Of Moſes and I * 
ke ev'ry Heart and ev'ry I ongue, 
To praiſe the Saviour's Name. 


Sing of his dying Love, 
Sing of his riſing Pow'r, 
Sing how he intercedes above 
or thoſe whoſe Sins he bore. 


Sing 'till we feel our Hearts 

Aſcending with our Tongues, 
Sing *till the love of Sin departs, 

And Grace inſpires our Songs. 


Sing on your heavenly Way, 
Ye ranſom'd Sinners ſing, 
Sing on rejoicing ev'ry Day, 


In Chriſt th' eternal King. 
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Soon ſhall ye hear Chriſt ſay 

« Ye bleſſed Children come,” 
Soon will he call ye hence away, 

And take his Wanderers Home. 


H Y M N CIL 
Chriſt's Birth. 


W HAT good News the Angels bring! 
What glad Tidings of our King ? 
Chriſt the Lord is born To-day, 
Chriſt who takes our Sins away ; 
He who rules in Heav'n and 
Hath in Bethlehem his Birth ; 
Him ſhall all his People fee, 
And rejoice eternally. 


Lift Hearts and Voices high, 
With Hoſanna's fill the Sky ; 4 
Glory be to God above ! 

God is infinite in Love : 

Peace on Earth, Good-will to Men 
Now with us our God is ſeen : 
Angels join with us in Praiſe, 

Help us fing redeeming Grace. 


* is the lovely Wome, 

his the Angel proclaim ; 
He ſhall all his People fave, 

They in him remiſſion have: 
When they ſee themſelves undone. 
They take Refuge in the Son ; 
They ſhall all be born again, 

And with him in Glory reign. 


Shout 
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Shout, ye Nations of the Earth, 

Sing the Triumphs of his Birth, 

All the World by him is bleft : 
Sound his Praiſe from Eaſt to Weſt. 
Jews and Gentiles jointly ang, 
Chriſt our common Lord and King; 
Chrift our Life, our Joy, our Song, 


To Eternity prolong. 
H Y MN Cl. 


L19252 Souls to recover, 


And form them a 
Our wonderful Saviour, 
Partook of our Fleſh ; 
From Sin to releaſe us, 
That Yoke ſo long worn, 
The Holy Child Fetus, 
Of Mary was born. 


Ye vileſt of Creatures, 
Backſliders ſo baſe, 

Bold Rebels and Traitors, 
Abuſers of Grace ; 

Come ceaſe your Backſlidings, 
And once more return, | 
Receive the glad Tidings, 

A Saviour is born. 

And Je that fincerely 

Confide in the Lamb, 

25 loves you moſt dearly) 
joice in his Name: 


O ma / 
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O may each Believer, 
Awake to this Morn, 
And hail the Redeemer 
At Bethlehem born. 


= Y M N CIV. 
The ſame. 


L E T us all with grateful Praiſes, 
Celebrate the happy Day, 
When the lovely, loving Jeſus, 
Firſt partook of human Clay; 
When the heav'nly Hoſt aſſemb led, 
Gaz'd with Wonder from above, 
(Angels joy'd, and Devils tremblcd,) 
Sinners praiſe the God of Love. 


Long had Satan reign'd Imperious, 
Fall the Woman's promis'd Seed, 
Born a Babe, by Birth myſterious, 
Came to bruiſe the Serpent's Head : 
Saviour cruſh his Pow'r within us, 
Break our Chains and ſet us free, 
Pull down all the Bars between us, 
Till we fly, and cleave to thee. 


Saviour, now we fall before thee 
Jeſus, thee we all adore ; 
To Thee, Kingdom, Power and Glory, 
4 We — for evermore ; 
lory to our God be given, 
In the higheſt Heights above, 
Peace on Earth, brought down from Heaven, 
Sinners praiſe the God of Love. 
| HYMXN 


£4 
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H Y MN CV. 


The ſame. 
QHepherds rejoice, lift up your Eyes, 


And fend your Fears away, 
News from the Regions of the Skies 


Salvation's born to Day. 


Jeſus the God, whom Angels fear, 
Comes down to dwell with you; 
To Day he makes his Entrance here, 

But not as Monarchs do. 


No Gold nor Purple ſwadling Bands, 
Nor Royal ſhining Things ; 

A Manger for his Cradle ftands, 
And holds the King of Kings. 


Go Shepherds ! where this Infant lies, 


And fee his humble Throne, 
With Tears of Joy in all your Eyes, 


Lord, and ſhall Angels have their Songs, 


And Men no Tunes to raiſe ; 
O may we looſe our uſeleſs Tongues, 
When they forget to Praiſe. 


Glory to God that Reigns above, 
That pity'd us forlorn ; 

We join to ſing our Maker's Love, 
For there's à Saviour born. 


HYMN 


| 
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H Y M N CVI. 


The ſame. 


ATHER our Hearts we lift, 
Up to thy gracious Throne, 


And bleſs thee For the —_— Gift, 


Of thine incarnate 
The Gift unſ le, 


We thankfully receive, 
And to the World thy goodneſs tell, 
O may we to thee live. 


O 


may we all receive 
The new born Prince of Peace. 
And meekly in his ſpirit live, 
And in his Love increaſe, 
Till he convey us home, 
Cry every Soul aloud ; 
Come thou defire of Nations come, 
And take us all to God. 


H T M N. CVII. 
The ſame. 


OW the long expected Saviour, 
He a Veil of Fleſh aſſumes, 
o deſtroy the Powers of darkneſs, 


Lo ! our dear Emmanuel comes, 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
Hail the new-born Son of 
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The glad news of our Salvation, 
Angels to the Shepherds bring, 
Now we view the Father's Glory, 
Shining in the Infant King: 
Hallelujah, &c. 
Hail, &c. 


Glory be to God Jehovah, 
Who did love our fallen Race; 
Sent his Son down from his Boſorn, 
We admire the wond'ro us Grace : 
Hallelujah, &c. 
Fail, &c, 


He alone is only worthy 
To receive all Praiſe from Men ! 
Who did leave his antient Glory, 
That we might be Born again : 
Hallelujah, 
Hail, &c. 


We will worſhip and adore him, 
He our Nature did put on : 

Jeſus ſhall have all the Glory, 
From the Church of the firit-born : 


Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallclujah, 


Hail the new-born Son of Main, 


HT MN Cu. 


2 Kings, x. 15. 
OM E, and let us aſcend, 


(My Companion and Friend) 


# 


10 
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To a taſte of the Banquet above : 
If thine Heart be as mine ! 
If for Jeſus it pine ! 

Come up into the Chariot of Love. 


Who in Jeſus confide, 

They are bold to out- ride, 
The ſtorms of Affliction beneath; 
With the Prophet they ſoar 

To that heav'nly Shore, 
And out-fly all the arrows of Death. 


By Faith we are come, 
'To our permanent Home, 
By Hope we the Rapture improve ; 
By Love we ſtill rife, 
And look down on the Skies, 
For the Heaven of Heavens is Love, 


Who on Earth can conceive, 
How happy we Live, 

In the City of God the great King; 
What a Concert of Praiſe, 
When our Jeſus's Grace, 

The whole heavenly Company fing ? 


What a rapturous Song ? 
When the glorify'd Throng 
In the Spirit of Harmony join ? 
| all the glad Choirs, 
earts, Voices, and Lyres, 
And the Burden is, Mercy Divine. 


Hallelujah 
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Hallelujah they cry, 
To the King of the Sky, 

To the great everlaſting I Am ' 
To the Lamb that was ſlain, 
And Liveth again, 

Hallelujah to God and the Lamb. 


. 
He came io Save that which was LG. 


LORY to our God be given 
(3 Praiſe and Bliſs, 

On Earth Peace, 
As enjoy'd in Heaven, 


Sinners, who to God are turning, 
Lift your Eyes 
Lo the Skies, 


Ceaſe your Griefs and Mourning. 


Jeſus, cloath'd in ſweet Salvation, 
Sces your Tears, 
Hears your Pray'rs, 

Views your Tribulation, 


feſus, God of my Salvation, 
Pardon give, 


Let me Live, 


By thy Death and Paſſion. 


Lord, I know there is no Cure, 
But thy Blood, 
Son of God, 

This ſhall make me pure, 


F 2 This, | 


—— — „ ISIS — — 2 


; 
: 
| 
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This, my deareſt Saviour, give me, 
Seal me thine, 
Thou be mine, 

Then from Earth receive me. 


Haſten, thou deſire of Nat ions, 
From Below, 
Take me to 

Heavenly Habitations. 


. 
Chrifts Atanement. 


ES Us, our great High Prieſt, 
Offer'd his Blood and dy'd; 
Thou guilty Sinner ſeek 
No Sacrifice beſide: " 
His pow'rful Blood 
Did once atone, 
And now it pleads 


Before the Throne. 


Then let our Souls ariſe, 
And tread the Tempter down; 
Our Captain leads us forth 
To Conqueſt and a Crown. 
A feeble Saint 
Shall win the Day, 
Tho' Death and Hell 
Obſtruct the Way. 


HYMN 


OP 8 


Whom, though we cannot comprehend, 
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= T7 KM NN C&aL 


To the Holy Gh2jt. 


OME Holy Ghoſt, celeſtial Dove, 
With Flames of pure ſeraphic Love, 
Our raviſh'd Breaſts inſpire : 
Fountain of Joy, bleſt Paraclete, 
Warm our cold Hearts with heav'nly Heat, 
And ſet our Souls on Fire, 


Breathe on theſe Bones ſo Dry and Dead, 
Thy ſweeteſt, ſofteſt, Influence ſhed, 

In all our Hearts abroad : 
Point out the Place where Grace abounds, 
Dire& us to the bleeding Wounds 

Of our Incarnate God. 


Teach us for what to Pray; and how; 
And fince, kind God, 'tis only thou, 
The Throne of Grace can move : 
Pray thou for us ; that we, through Faith, 
May feel th' Effects of Jeſu's Death, 
Through Faith, that works by Love, 


Thou, with the Father, and the Son, 


Art that myſterious Three-in-one, 
God bleſt for evermore : 


Knowing thou art the Sinners Friend, 
We love thee and adore, 


F 3 HYMN 
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 Y MM KN CEL 


Juſtification by Faith, 


EHOULD! the Love of God, 
To Adam's fallen Race, 
His Son he gractouſly beſtow'd, 
To fuffer in our Place; 
His only Son he gave, 
T hat Sinners, who believe, 
Might Pardon and Redemption have, 
And in his Kingdom Live. 


Enlarge your Hearts, and praiſe 
Ve ur Saviour, and your Lord, 
Admire the Riches of his Grace, 
And lean upon his Word; | 
The Works which we have done, 
Are all, alas! unclean; 
But we are ſav'd by Faith alone, 
And freely cleans'd from Sin. 


This is the Work of God, 
His Spirit's Work alone, 

To give us Faith in Jeſu's Blood, 
And draw us to the Son : 

O may our inmoſt Souls rely, 
And with our Hearts believe, 

May Spirit, Soul and Body, fly 
To him, who bids them Live. 


To Life and Peace reſtor'd, 

Our Tongues o'erflow with Praiſe, 
Great is the Glory of the Lord, 

We ling in all our Ways: 
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May all our Pow'rs awake, 
tha warm Aﬀections riſe, 

Like Eagles we mount up, and take 
Poſſeſſion of the Skies. 


H Y M N CXIII. 
The Goſpel. 


LOW ye, the Trumpet, blow, 
| The gladly folemn Sound, 
Let all the Nations know, 
To Earth's remoteſt Bounds : 
The Year of Jubilee is come, 
Return, ye ranſom'd Sinners, Home, 


Jeſus, our great High Prieſt, 

Hath full Atonement made, 

Ye weary Spirits reſt, 

Ye mournful Souls be glad : 
The Year of, &c. 


Extol the Lamb of God, 

The all-atoning Lamb : 

Redemption in his Blood, 

T hroughout the World proclaim. 
The Year of, &c. 


Ye Slaves of Sin and Hell, 

Your Liberty receive, 

And ſafe in Jeſus Dwell, 

And bleft in Jeſus Live. 
The Year of, &c. 


F 4 
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Ye, who have Sold for nought 
Your Heritage above, 
Shall have it back un-bought, 
The gift of Jeſu's Love, 

The Year of, &c. 


The Goſpel-Trumpet hear, 

The news of Heavenly Grace, 

And fav'd from Earth, appear 

Before your Saviour's Face. 
The Year of Jubilce is come, 
Return, ye ranſom'd Sinners, Home. 


HFT MN CXIV. 
Spiritual Diſtreſs. 


OUR God ! our State behold, 
Our Dangers and our Fears, 

How our Souls to Sin are Sold, 

And overcome with Cares, 
Jeſus, Maſter ! us reſtore, 

And ſpeedily to help us come ; 
Friend of Sinners, we are poor, 

O bring us Sinners Home, 


Full of Anguiſh, full of Pain, 
To thee we make our Cry ; 

Thou who waſt for Rebels ſlain, \ 
On fatal Calvary, 

Jeſus, Matter. 


Doubts and Darkneſs hedge us round, 
O bid them all depart ; 
Foes on every Side are found, 


And Sin doth grieve our Heart. 
Jeſus, Maſter. 
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Caſt us not away from thee, 
Tho we have fooliſh been, 
Neither leave us utterly, 
Tho' loit and dead in Sin. 
Jeſus, Maſter ! &c, 


Set your Afﬀections on Things above, Cl. iii. 2. 


O W raiſe your thankſul Voice. 

Ye Souls redeem'd with Blood, 

Leave Earth and all its 'Toys, 
Rejoice alone in God: 

Dearly we're bought, highly eſteem'd. 

Redeem'd, with Jeſu's Blood redeem'd. 


Chriſtians are Prieſts and Kings, 
All born ot heav'nly Birch, 

Then think on nobler things, 
And grovel not in Earth. 


Dearly, &c. 
With Heart, and Soul, and Mind, 


Exalt redeeming Love, 
Leave worldly Cares behind, 
And fet your Minds above, 


Dearly, &c. 


Lift up your raviſh'd Eyes, 
And view the Glory giv'n, 
All lower things deſpiſe, 
Ye Citizens of Heav'n, 
Dearly, &c. 
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Be to this World as dead, 

Alive to that to come, 
Our Life in Chriſt is hid, 

Who foon ſhall call us Home: 
Dearly we're bought, highly eſteem'd, 


Redeem's, with Jeſu's Bloud redeem'd 


= MM © CEYL 
Crying to Jeſus, 


ORD, attend to our Petition, 
Hear and grant, 
What we want, 
Give unfeign'd Contrition. 


O we want the Balm of Gilead, 
Faint and Poor, 
We implore, 

With it to be filled. 


Faith we want, on thee our Saviour, 
Firm tendure, 


True and ſure, 
Till thou us deliver, 


Make us willing, O our Father 
And among | 
Thy lov'd Throng, 

Us to Jeſus gather. 


Here we have no ſtedfaſt Manſion, 
O our Lord, 
Living Word, 

Be our ſure Salvation. 


Lift 


ift 
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Lift us up from many Waters, 
High receive 
Us to Live, 

Wich th' immortal Creatures. 


There our Wants, end thou for ever, 


There to ſee, 
Chriſt and thee, 
Father, us deliver. 


H Y M N en. 
Praiſing Jeſus. 
COME let us join, 


Together combine, 


To praiſe our dear Saviour, our Maſter divine, 


Him let us adore, 
Who cover'd with Gore, 


Late hanged on Calv'ry, both Wounded 
(and Poor, 


He worthy is bleſt 
By Spirits at reſt, 


Who once in this Deſart his Godhead confeſt. 


The Spirits of Men, 
Who for him were ſlain, 


From Alel the Righteous, ſhare now in his 


Th' Apoſtles, who ſtood 
Reſiſting to Blood, 
For Jeſus's G 


Reign. 


oſpel, rejoice in their God. 
O deareſt 


„ Fs — 
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O thou deareſt Lamb, 
Help us do the ſame, 


With Saints and with Angels, bleſs Jeſus's 


To him that was Slain, 
The fcorn'd Nazarene, 


Be Glory and Honour, let all ſay Amex. 


= YT M N CEVHL 


Chriſt the Shepherd. 
1 ES U, Shepherd of the Sheep, 


Thou the Flock doſt feed and keep, 


Oh! with what a tender Care, 
Doſt thou all for them prepare. 
I hou doſt call them by their Names, 
In thy Boſom bear the Lambs, 
Oh! amazing Grace, that we 
Should be ſo much lov'd by thee, 


Thee, the Sheep profeſs and own. 
Thee, they Love, and thee alone, 
Thee, they follow in the Way, 
Strangers they will not obey : 
Thou haſt made their Sins thy own. 
And thy Life for them laid down, 

O amazing Grace, &c, 


Lord! poor wand'ring Sheep behold, 
Bring us back into thy Fold, 
Lead us into Paſtures Green, 
Where thy lovely Face is ſeen : 
When thy Sheep in Judgment ſtand, 
Place our Souls at thy right Hand, 
O amazing Grace, &c, 


HYMY 
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The ſame. 


LL ye that paſs by, 
To Jefus draw nigh, 


To you, is it nothing that Jeſus ſhould Die? 


For what you have done, 
His Biood mutt atone, 
The Father hath punifh'd for you his dear Son, 


The Lord in the Day 
Of his Anger, did lay 
Our Sins on te Lamb, and he bore them away. 


He anſwer'd for all, 
C come at his Call, 
And low at his Croſs with aſtoniſhment fall. 


But lift up your Eyes, 
At Jeſus's Cries, 
Impaſſive he Suffers | Immortal he Dies 


For you and for me, 
He pray'd on the Tree, 
The Pray'r is accepted, the Sinner is free, 


Acquitted I was, 
When he b!cd on the Croſs, 
And by loſing his Life he hath carry'd my 
( Cauſe. 


HYMN 
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Aſter Sermon. 


OD of the Prophets Power, 
By whom the Apoſtles ſpake, 


Ride glorious on, ſend forth thy Voice, 
And let the Nations ſhake, 

With Hearts and Lips unfeign'd, 
We praiſe thee for thy Word, 

We bleſs thee for the joyful news 
Of our redeeming Lord. 


O ne er may we forget 
The Words we now have heard, 
Till Righteouſneſs and ſolemn Joy, 
Have 'n our Hearts appear'd : 
Water the facred Seed, 
And give it great Increaſe, 
Let neither Fowls, 2 Rocks, nor Thorns, 
Hinder the Fruits of Peace, | 


Then, tho' we Weeping Sow, 
Ard tears our Hours Employ, 
We know we ſhall return again, 
And bring our Sheaves with Joy : 
Our Life, now hid with Chriſt, 
With him ſha]: oon appear, 
And we array'd in all his Light, 
Shall meet bim in the Air. 


HYMN 
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HT M N CXXI. 


Deſiring to Praiſe Warthily. 


C OME thou Fount of ev'ry Bleffing, 
Tune our Hearts to fing thy Praiſe, 
Streams of Mercy never ceaſing, 

Call for Songs of loudeſt Praiſe: 

Teach us ſome melodious Sonnet, 


Sung by flaming ee , 7 above, 


Praiſe the Mount, — O fix us on it, 
Mount of God's unchanging Love, 


Here we raiſe our Ebenezer, 

Hither, by thine Help we come, 
Trufting, Lord, by thy good Pleaſure, 
Safely to arrive at Home ; 

Jeſus ſought us all, when Strangers, 
Wand'ring from the Fold of God, 
He, to reſcue us from Dangers, 
Interpos'd his precious Blood. 


O, to Grace, what mighty Debtors ! 
Daily, Hourly, Lord are we 

Let that Grace, like ſtrongeſt Fetters, 
Bind our wand'ring Hearts to thee ; 
Prone to W ander, 1 we feel them, 
Prone to leave the God of Love, 


Here's our Hearts, — O take and ſeal them ? 


Scal them from thy Courts above. 


HYMN 
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HT MN CXXII. 


Adoring Free Grace, 
O LORD, how great's the Favour, 


That we ſuch Sinners Poor, 
Can thro' thy Blood's ſweet favour, 
Appicach thy Mercy's Door: 

And find an open Paſſage 

Unto the Throne of Grace, 
There wait the welcome Meſſage, 
That bids us go in Peace. 


Lord, we are helpleſs Creatures, 
Ful of the deepeſt Need, 
Throughout den'd by Nature, 
Stupid and in!y Dead: 

Our Strengh is perfect Weakneſs, 
And all we have is Sin, 

Our Heurts are all Uncleanneſs, 

A den of Thieves within, 


In this forlorn Condition, 

Who ſhall afford us Aid, 

Where ſhall we find Coimpattion, 
But in the Church's Head! 
Jeſus thou, art all Pity, 

O take us to thine Arms, 

And exerciſe thy Mercy, 

To fave us from all Harms. 


We'll never ceaſe repeating 
Our numberleſs Complaints, 
But ever be intreating 

The glorious King of Saints . 
Till 
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Till we attain the Image 

Of pure and Goſpel Love. 
And pay our grateful Homage, 
With all the Saints above, 


Then we, with all in Glory, 
Shall thankfully re! ate, 

Thi amazing, pleaſing Story, 
Of Jeſu's Love ſo great 

In this bleſt Contemplation, 

May we for ever dwell, 

had ſhare ſuch Conſolation, 

As none below can tell. 


H Y M N CXXIIL 
Gratitude, 


HAT ſhall we render unto thee, 
Thou glorious Lord of Life and Pow'r, 
Teach us to bow the humble Knee, 

Teach us with thankfulneſs t' adore, 

To praiſe thee as thy Saints above, 

To praiſe thee for thy wond'rous Love, 


When, like loft Sheep, we wander'd wide, 
And left the watchiul Shepherd's Eye, 
When borne along the impetuous Tide, 
Of this World, Sin and Vanity. 

Then Jeſus from the Heavens came down, 
To fave us, by his Grace alone, 


He 
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He bore our Sins upon the Tree, 

To ſeek and fave the Loſt he came, 
There was he bound to ſet us free 

From Death, and everlaſting Shame : 
The Captive Flock from Hell was freed, 
And ranſom'd when their Shepherd bled, 


Before the Father's awful Throne, 
Our merciful High Prieſt yet ſtands, 
And interceding for his own, 

The purchas'd remnant now demands, 
His People's everlaſting Friend, 

Who loving ! — loves them to the end. 


May we his baniſh'd Ones rejoice, 

Him for our Lord and God to own, 
To take him as our only Choice, 

And cleave to him in Love alone; 

Still growing up in Holineſs, 

Till call'd to meet in realms of Peace. 


Then ſhall our grateful Songs abound, 
And every tear be wip'd away, 

No Sin, no Sorrow ſhall be found, 

No Night o'ercloud the endleſs Day: 
O praiſe him ! all beneath, above, 

O praiſe him! praiſe the God of Love. 


H Y M N. CXXIV. 
Before Sermon. 


O W begin the heavenly Theme, 
Sing aloud in Jeſu's Name, 

Ye, who Tefu's Kindneſs prove, 
Triumph in redeeming Love. 


Ye, 


(1s) 


Ye, who ſee the Father's Grace, 
Beaming in the Saviour's Face, 
As to Canaan on ye move, 

Praiſe and bleſs redeeming Love. 


Mourning Souls, dry up your tears, 
Baniſh all your guilty Fears, 

See your Guilt and Curſe remove, 
Cancel'd by redeeming Love, 


Ye, alas ! who long have been, 
Willing Slaves of Death and Sin; 
Now from Bliſs no longer rove, 
Stop, — and taſte redeeming Love. 


Welcome all by Sin oppreſt, 
Welcome to his ſacred Reft, 
Nothing brought him from above, 
Nothing but redeeming Love. 


He ſubdu'd th' infernal Powers, 
His tremendous Foes and Ours ; 
From their curſcd Empire drove, 
Mighty in redeeming Love. 


Hither then your Muſick bring, 
Strike aloud each chearful String, 
Mortals join the Hoſts above, 
Join to praiſe redeeming Love. 


H Y M N CXXV. 
Panting after Feſus. 


HOU Shepherd of Iſrael Divine, 
The Joy of the upright in Heart, 


For 
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For cloſer Communion they pine, 
Still, ſtill, to reſide where thou art: 
The Pafture, Oh ! when ſhall we find, 
Where all, who theu Shepherd obey, 
Are fed, on thy Boſom icclin'd, 

Are ſkreen'd from the heat of the Day. 


Ah! ſhew us that happieſt Place, 
That Place of thy People's Abode, 
Where Saints in an Extaſy gaze, 
And hang on a crucify'd God : 

Thy Love for loſt Sinners declare, 
Thy Paſſion and Death on the Tree; 
Our Spirits to Calvary bear, 

To Suffer and triumph with thee. 


Tis there with the Lambs of thy Flock, 
There only we'd covet to Reſt ! 

To lie at the foot of the Rock, 

Or riſe to be hid in thy Breaſt ; 

"Tis there we would always abide, 

And never a Moment depart, 

Conceal'd in the Cleft of thy Side, 
Eternally held in thine Heart, 


H Y M N I. 


PSALM CL. 


And keeps his Courts below, 
aiſe the holy God of Love, 
And all his Greatneſs ſhew : 


P a the Lord who reigns above, 
r 


Fiaile 
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Praiſe him for his noble Deeds, 
Praiſe him for his matchleſs Power; 
Him from whom all good proceeds, 
Let Earth and Heaven adore. 


Publiſh, ſpread to a'l around 
The great Emmanuel's Name, 
Let the Trumnet's Martial found 
Him Lord of Hoſts proclaim : 
Praiſe him every tuncful String, 
All the reach of heav'nly Art, 
All the Powers of MMufic bring, 


The Muſic of the Heart. 


Him, in whom they Move and Live, 
Let every Creature ſing, 

Glory to theic Maker give, 

And Homage to their King; 
Hallow'd be his Mame b-ucath, 

As in Heaven on Earth ador'd, 
Praiſe the Lord in every Breath, 
Let all things praiſe the Lord. 


HY .M N CEXYVIL 


Therefore with Angels, &c. 


LER and God of heav'nly Powers, Hat. 


Theirs — and O benignly ours, Har. 
Glorious King let Earth proclaim, Hal. 
Worms attempt to chant thy Name. Har. 


Bow 
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Bow thine Ear in Mercy, bow, 
Hear the Worlds Atonement thou, 
Jeſus in thy Name we pray, 
Take, O take our Sins away. 


Thee, to laud in Songs Divine, 
Angels and Arch-Angels join ; 
We, with them, 222 raiſe, 
Ecchoing thine eternal Praiſe, 


Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord, 

Live by Hcaven and Earth ador'd; 
Full of ihce, they ever cry 

Glory be to God on high. Fallin", 


HT MN CXXVII. 


Under Defertion, &c. 


APPY the Hours, the golden Daus. 

1 When | could call my Jeſus mins. 
And fit and view his ſmiling Face, 
And melt in Pleaſures all Divine. 


Near to my Heart, within my Arms 

He lay, till Sin defil'd my Breaſt, 

Till broken Vows, and earthly Charms, 
Tir'd and provok'd my heav'nly Guelt, 


And now he's gone; (O mighty Woe ) 
Gone from my Soul, and hides his Love 
My curſed Sins they griev'd him ſo, 

My Sins that forc'd him to remove, 


Break, 
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Break, break my Heart; complain my Tongue, 


Hither, my Friends, my Sorrow: ice, 
While my poor Spirits pant and die, 
And Groan for thee, my God for thee, 


Yet let my Hope look thro' my tears, 

And view the Saviour's gracious Throne; 
He comes ! my Groans and Pray'rs he hears, 
Come, O my well beloved, come. 


n 
Deſiring ta Pray. 


THOU Father of Compaſſion, 
O thou God of Mercies hear, 

Send the Spirit of Supplication, 
Send the glorious Comforter : 
Have reſpect to Jeſu's Merit, 
To thy Church the Gift impart, 
Send him now, the pleading Spirit 
Pour into thy Peoples Heart. 


If we have through him found Favour, 
If for us he ever Prays; 

Now, in honour of our Saviour, 
Grant the all commanding Grace: 
Stir us up to Prayer unceaſing. 

Let us all the Promiſe claim, 

\Wreſtle for the mighty Bleſſing, 

For the new, myſterious Name. 
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Send our long-defir'd Meſſias, 

Us to teach thy perfect Way, 
Faithful, fervent as Elias, 

Let us in the Spirit Pray; 

We are poor, and weak, and filly, 
Ard to ev'ry Evil prone, 

O may Jeſus love us freely, 

And receive us for his own. 


= M XN CEXAX. 
Chrift the Pearl of great Frice. 


V HAT a Pearl of Glory lies. 
Hid in the Goſpel Field, 

What a Jewel of great Price, 

Is in the World conceal'd ! 

Who can ſet its Virtues forth, 

How exquilite its Glories are, 

Its ineſtimable Worth, 

What Mortal can declare? 


Tis not all that we can give, 
That can this Pearl procure, 
We in carthly Houſes live, 
And are extremely Poor ; 

We like Beggars muſt receive, 


This Alms from our moſt gracious God, 


On poor Sinners who believe, 


This Gift ſhall be bettow'd. 


When this goodly Pearl I wear, 
And put this Jcwel on, 

I ſhall covet nothing here, 

But tread theſe trifles don: 
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4 my Heart will be above, 
oy El Joy and Treaſure will be there, j 
all walk in Light and Love, | 
— with my Lord appear. 


il. 
Thu hall lod Captivity Captigs. 


ESUS is gone up on high, j 
To hil a heav'niy Throne. 
He Captives leads Captivity, 
And tramples Satan down : 
Gifts from his Father he rece:. 
For poor rebellious Man, 
The Sinner who in him believes, 
That Soul is Born again. 


Good Spirit, like a ruſhing Wing, | 
Deſcend and till this Place, N 

Let ev'ry Sou! to God be join'd. 
And feel an inward Peace ; f 

Sit on our Heads like cloven Tongues, | þ 
That we may ſing thy Praiſe, 

And lengthen out our joviu} Songs, 
To everlaſting Davs. 


— — — 
— 


Lord we are Blind, be thou cur dight, 
And Dead, be has our Lite, 

Enter our Souls with all thy Might, 
And end this inward Strife ; 

Our Hearts, alas are like the Earth 
Without Form, Dark and Void, 

Awake us to a ſecond Birth 
And fill oug Hearts with God, 


G 
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os panting 1 thirſt, and cry, 


Come holy Spirit, come, 

Our Nature . and purify, 
And fix in us thy Home: 
Then will we publiſh and proclaim, 

Thro' all the Earth abroad, 
The Virtue of our Saviour's Name, 
The Wonders of our God. 


H Y MN CXXXII. 


Praiſe for Deliverance. 


] OIN all to praife the Name 
Of our all conqu'ring Lord, 
Who did for us appear 
According to his Word: 

His Row and Strength 

We now proclaim, 

And bleſs our great 

Redeemer” s Name. 


Fly Seraph, take the Coal, 
Which on the Altar lays, 
And touch our Lips that we 
May join in heav'nly Praiſe : 
hen will we ſound 
Jehovah's Fame, 
And bleſs our great 
Redeemer's Name. 


In our Diftreſs we cry'd 
Unto the Lord moſt high, 


Jehovah 


Ss hnod 
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Jehovah heard our Pray'rs, 
And brought Deliv'rance nigh : 
Therefore we'll ſpread 

Abroad his Fame, 
And triumph in 
Our Conq'rors Name. 


The Vid'ry thou haſt gain'c, 
The Glory ſhall be thine, 

O tune our Hearts to prauvh, 
The God of T ruth divine 
Thy glorious Arm 
We now prociaimy 
And fing Hoſannas 

To thy Name. 


* 


E T Earth and Heav'n agree, 
Angels and Men be bind, 
To celebrate with me, | 
The Saviour of Mankind; 
T* adore the all-atoning Lamb, 
And b:-i5 the found of ſeſu's Name. 


Jeſus ' tranſporting ſound, 
[he Joy of Earth and Heav'n, 
No other Help is found, 
No other Name is giv'n, 
By which we can Salvation have, 
But Jeſus came the World to Save. 


Jeſus ! harmonious Name, 
It charms the Hoft above, 


(3 2 


H. Y 2M N An. 


T aey 
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They evermore proclaim, 
And wonder at his Love: 
*Tis all their Happineſs to Gaze, 
"Tis Heav'n to ſee our Jeſu's Face. 


His Name the Sinner hears, 

And is from Sin ſet free, 

"Tis Muſick in his Ears, 

"Tis Life and Victory; 
New Songs do now his Lips Employ, 
And dances his glad Heart for Joy. 


HT MN CXXXIV. 
1 


RAISE ve the Lord, tis good to raile, 
Our Hearts and Voices in his Praiſe, 
His Nature and his Works invite, 


To make this Duty our Delight. 


Sing to the Lord, exalt him high, 
Who ſpreads his Clouds around the Sky, 
There he prepares the fruitful Rain, 
Nor lets the — deſcend in vain. 


He form'd the Stars, thoſe heav'nly Flames, 
He counts their Numbers, calls the ir Names; 
His Wiſdom's vaſt, and knows no bound, 

A Deep, where all our Thoughts are drown'd. 


He makes the Graſs the Hills adorn, 

And Cloaths the fmiling Fields with Corn, 
The Beafts with Food his Hands ſupply, 
Ana the young Ravens when they cry. 


— 
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But Saints are lovely in his Sight, 


He views his Children with Delight, | 
He ſees their Hope, he knows their Fea, f 


And looks and loves his Image there. 


nY M MN CERXXY. | 


Love divine, how ſweet thou 


All taken up by thee ? 


Oh make me pant and thirſt to prove 


'The Greatneſs of redeeming Love 
The Love of Chriſt to me. 


God only knows the Love of God 


When ſhall we hun our longing cares. 


art, PN 


5 


| ü 


O that it now were ſhed abroad 1 
In each poor ſtony Heart 1 
For Love I'd ſigh, for Love I'd pine, 'l 
This only Portion, Lord, be mine, 1 
Be mine this better Part 4 


O that we could for ever fit, 
With Mary, at the Maſter's Feet, 


Be this our happy Choice ! 


Our only Care, Delight, and Bliſs, 
Our Joy, our Heav'n on Earth, be this, 
To hear the Bridegroom's Voice. 


Thy only Love may we require, 

Nothing on Earth beneath Deſire, 
Nothing in, Heav'n above; 

Let Earth and all its Trifles go, 


(Jive us, O Lord, thy Love to know, 


Give us thy precious Love. 
G 3 


| 
. 
1 
| 


| 


| 
| 


| 
| 


HYMN | 


| 
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HT MN CXXXVI. 
Commit thy May unto the Lord. c. 


OM E, my Soul, before the Lamb, 
Fall and do him Revy'rence ; 
Blefs him for his Blood and Name, 
Sing his great Deliv'rance. 


Why ſhould Sorrow bow thee down, 
Trials or Temptation ? 

Is not Chriſt upon the Throne, 
Still thy ſtiong Salvation. 


Caſt thy Burdens on the Lord, 
Leave them with thy Saviour ; 

He (whoſe Hands for thee were bor'd) 
Can and will deliver. 


Turn thee to thy Reſt, my Soul, 
Turn thee and diſcover 

How he yet is merciful, 
Turn thee to thy Lover. 


Bluſh that thou haſt him forgot, 
Who can happy make thee ; 
Gaze upon him who thee bought, 

Till to him he takes thee. 


Leave thy earthly Cares behind, 


Mind alone thy Saviour ; 
Count thou all beſide but Wind, 
Trample on it ever, 


HYMN 
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H Y M N CXXXVI. 


* by , . . . 
(rad s wonders of Creatiin, Providence, Sc. 


His Mercies fil endure ; 
And be the King of Kings ador'd, 
His Truth is cven fare. 


What Wonders hath his Wiſdom done? 
How mighty it is Hand? 

Heav'n, Earth and Sea, he fram'd alone, 
Fliw WFid: is his Command ? 


The Sun ſupplies the Day with Light, 
How bright his Counjels ſhine ; 

The Moon and Stars * the Night, 
His Wirks are all Divine. 


He * the Nations dead in Sin, 
elt his Pity mae; 
1 ad the ſtate the World was ia, 
Flow boundleſs was his Love, 


He fent to ſave us from our V oc, 
His Goodneſs never fail; ; 

From Death and Hell, and every Foc, 
And flill his Grace preagils. 


Give thanks to God the heav'nly King, 
His Mercies flill endure ; 

Let the whole Earth his Praiſes fing, 
His Truth is ever ſure, 


8 4 HYMN 


IVE thanks to God the ſov'reign Lord, 


f 
U 


( 128 
H Y M N CXXXVIIL 


PSAL M CHI. 


Bleſs the Lord, my Soul, 

Let all within me join, 
And join my Tongue to bleſs his Name, 
Whoſe Favours are Divine. 


O bleſs the Lord, my Soul, 
Nor let his Mercies lie 
Forgotten in unthankfulneſs, 
And without Praiſes Die. 


Tis he forgives thy Sins, 

Tis he relieves thy Pain; 

*Tis he that heals thy Sickneſſes, 
And makes thee young again. 


He crowns thy Life with Love, 
When ranſom'd from the Grave ; 
He that redeems our Souls from Hell, 
Hath ſov'reign Pow'r to ſave. 


He fills the Poor with a 
e gives the Suff'rers Reſt; 
The Lord hath Judgments for the Proud, 
And Juſtice for th' oppreſt. i 


His wond'rous Works and Ways, 
He made by AHeſes known; 

But ſent the World, his Truth and Grace, 
By his beloved Son. 


HYMN 
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H Y M N CXXXIX. 
To Chrijt, 


E AR Jeſus who can 
Sufficiently Praiſe, 
n Lifes narrow ſpan, 

Thy wonderful Grace; 
O pardon us freely, 

TT hro' Faith in thy Blood, 
And now let us feel thee, 

Our Saviour and God. 


The Cherubs of Light, 
Declare thy Renown, 
While Seraphs delight, 
Thy Love to make known, 
o great is thy Glory, 
So fearful thy Praiſe, 
That Angels adore thee, 
With Veils on their Face, 


" Churches on Earth, 

ejoicing in Hope, 

In Anthems of Mirth, 
Their Voices lift up; 

Their Life is in feeling, 
The Work of thy Grace, 

Their Joy in revealing, 


And ſinging thy Praiſe, 


Thrice holy art chou, 
How bright is thy Throne, 
O ſuffer us now, 


Our Souls to bow down; 


— — 


7 
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Thy Love in Creation, 
While Angels proclaim, 
We fng thy Salvation, 


O ſctus the Lamb. 
H Y M N ' CXL. 
Baptiſm. 


C OME holy Spirit and infuſe 

'Thy Power into each Heart, 
Upon the preſent Water move, 
And Light and Life impart. 


Bantiſm is an Ordinance, 
Appointed by thy Word, 

Which we embrace and follow thee, 
Our condeſcending Lord. 


Baptize this Soul with Fire of Love, 
hat ſhall deſtroy all Sin, 

Poſſeſs the Heart with thy rich Grace, 
And make and keep it clean. 


Lord, let this Soul die unto Sin, 
And riſe to praiſe thy Name, 

Glory and triumph in the Lamb, 
Thro' whom all Mercies came. 


H Y MN CXLI. 
Chriſ's ſecond Coming. 


Hriſt comes ! he comes to call 
The Nations to his Bar, 
And raiſe to Glory all, 
Who fit for. Glory are: 
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Make ready for your full Reward, 
Go forth, with Joy, to meet your Lord. 


Go meet him in the Sky, 
Your everlaſting Friend, 
Your Head to glorify, 
With all the Saints aſcend : 
Ye pure in Heart obtain the Grace, 
To fee, without a Veil, his Face. 


Ye that have here receiv'd, 
The Unction from above. 
And in his Spirit liv'd, 
Obedient to his Love 
ſeſus ſhall claim you for his Bride, 
Rejoice with all the Sancti fy'd. 


Rejoice in glorious Hope, 

Of that great Day unknown, 
When all ſhall be caught up, 

And ſtand before his Throne: 
Call'd to partake the Marriage Feaſt, 
And lean on our Emmanuel's Breaſt. 


'The everlaſting Doors, 

Shall ſoon the Saints receive, 
Above thoſe Angels Pow'rs, 

In glorious Joy to Live : 
Far from a World of Grief and Sin, 
With God eternally ſhut in, 


Then let us wait to hear 
The 'Trumpet's welcome found, 
Fo fee our Lord appear, 
Watching let us be found : 
In Jeſus let us ſtill walk on, 
"Fill all appear before his 'I hrone, 
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HT MN CKXLIE. 
On the Fifth of November. 


W HAT ſhall we unworthy Creatures, 
Render to Jehovah's Name ? 

Loft in Wonder, we admire 

His great acts of glorious Fame: 

Britons praiſe him, Britons praiſe him, &c. 
Sing Hoſannas to his Name. 


Lord, we daily prove thy Favours, 
Unto this our Britiſh Ile, | 
Thou our Enemies haſt ſcatter'd, 
O continue till to ſmile : 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, &c. 

God doth ſtill our Ile defend. 


He preſerves the Britiſh Nation, 

From the Snares of Popiſh Men, 
Brings to Nought their many Counſcls, 
Makes their Efforts all prove vain : 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, &c. 

God is ſtill the Briton's Friend. 


Let us ſhew forth our thankſgiving, 

By abſtaining from all Sin; 

Never more offend that Being, 

Whoſe great Kindneſs we have ſeen : 
Britons love him, Britons love him, &c, 


Magnify his glorious Name. 
HYMN 
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H Y MN CXLIL 


Diſtinguiſhing Love. 


And wrath and darkneſs chain them down, 
Man! vile Man! forſook his bliſs, 
And Mercy lifts him to a Crown. 


F ROM Heav'n the ſinning Angels fell, 
t 


Amazing Work of Sov'reign Grace, 
That could diſtinguiſh Rebels ſo; 
Our guilty Treaſons call'd aloud, 
For everlaſting Fetters too. 


To thee, to thee, almighty Love, 

Our Souls, Ourſelves, our All we pay, 
Millions of Tongues ſhall ſound thy Praiſe, 
On the bright Hills of heav'nly Day. 


HT MN CVLIVV. 


The Everlaſting abſence of Gad intolerable. 


T HAT awful Day will ſurely come. 
Th' ap —— 4 * makes haſte, 
When we muſt Land before the Judge, 
And paſs the ſolemn Teſt. 


O Jeſus, chief of all the Joys 
That can delight the — x ; 

How could we bear to hear thy 5 
Pronounce the Sound, depart !. 


O may 
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O wretched State of deep Deſpair, 
To fee our God remove, 
And fix our doleful Station, where 


We muſt not taſte his Love. 


O may we throw our Arms around, 
And hang on Jeſu's Breaſt : 

Without a gracious Smile from thee, 
How can our Spirits reſt, 


O tell us that our worthleſs Names, 
Are graven on thy Hands, 

Shew us ſome Promiſe in thy Book, 
Where our Salvation ſtands. 


Give us one kind aſſuring Word, 


To fink our Fears again, 
And chearfully our Souls ſhall wait 
Their Threeſcore Years and Ten, 


Hd Y M N  CXLY, 


IT H chearful Voice I fin, 
The titles of my Lord, 
And borrow all the Names 
Of Honour from his Word. 
| Nature and Art, 
Can neꝰ er ſupply, 
Sufficient forms 


Of Majeſty. 


In Jeſus we behold, 
His Father's glogious Face, 


Shining 
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Shining for ever bright, 
With mild and News rays ; 
Th' eternal God's 

Eternal Son, 
Inherits and 
Partakes the Throne, 


[mmenſe Compaſſion reigns, 
In our Emmanuel's Heart,” 
When he deſcends to act, 
A Mediators part; 
He is a Friend 
And brother too, 
Divinely kind, 
Divinely true. 


At length the Lord? the Judge! 

His awſul Throne aſcends, 

And drives the Rebels far 

From Favourites and Friends : 
Then ſhall the Saints, 
Compleatly prove 
The Heights and Depths 
Of all his Love, 


H Y M N CXLVI. 


At the Baptiſm of an Infant. 


O day we offer thee O Lamb, 
Preſent to thee to day 


This Infant, mark him with thy Name, 


And waſh his Sins away. 


( 136) 


Into thy Number him receive, 
Him with thy People chuſe, 
Thy Spirit grant him, let him live 

A Veſſel fit for uſe. 


Or, if thy wiſer Hand deſign, 
To take him from us ſoon, 

We yield, for all we have is thine. 
Father ! thy Will be done, 


H Y 


MN CXLVII. 


EAT H! 'tis a melancholy Day, 
To thoſe that have no God, 
When the poor Soul is forc'd away, 
To ſeek her laſt abode, 


He is a God of Sov'reign Love. 
That promis'd Heaven to me, 

And taught my Thoughts to ſoar above, 
Where happy Spirits be. | 


me, Lord, for thy right hand, 
hen come the joyful day ; 
Come Death, and ſome celefifal Band, 
And bear my Soul away. 


H Y M N CXLVIIL 


On the Day of Judgment. 
OME Immortal King of Glory, 
Now in Majeſty appear: 


C 


Bid 
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Bid the Nations ſtand before thee, 
Each his final doom to hear ; 
Come to Judgment, 
Come to Judgment, 
Come to judgment, 
Come Lord Jeſus, quickly come. 


Speak the Word, and lo! all Nature, 
Flies before thy glorious Face, 
Angels ſing your great Creator, 
Saints proclaim his Sov'reign Grace. 
While we Praiſe him, &c. 
Lift your Heads and ſee him come. 


See his Beauty all reſplendent, 
View him in his Glory ſhine, 
See his Maj tranſcendent, 
Seated on his Throne divine : 
Angels Praiſe him, &c. 
Saints and Angels Praiſe the Lamb. 


Shout aloud ye heavenly Choirs, 
Trumpet forth Jehovah's Praiſe, 
Trumpets, Voices, Hearts and Lyres, 
Speak the Wonders of his Grace ; 

Sound before him, &c. 
Endleſs Praiſes to his Name. 


Come, he ſaith, ye Heirs of Glory, 
Come the Purchaſe of my Blood; 
Bleſs'd ye are, and bleſs'd ye ſhall be, 
Now aſcend the mount of God; 

Angels guard them, &c. | 
To the Realms of endleſs Joy, 
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In full Triumph, fee them marching 
Thro' the Gates of maſſy Light, 
While the City Walls are ſparkling. 
With Meridian Glory bright, 

How ſtupendous, &c. 
Are the Glories of the Lamb, 


H Y M N CXLIX. 
Praiſe to the Trinity. 


EE T and right it is to Sing, 
At every time and place, 
Glory to our heavenly King, 
The God of Truth and Mo ; 
Foin we then with ſweet accord, 
All in one T hankſgiving join. 
Holy, Holy, Holy Lord, 
ternal Praiſe is thine. 
Father, God thy Love we Praiſe, 
Which gave thy Son to die. 
Jeſus full of Truth and Grace, 
Alone we glorify ; 
Spirit, comforter Divine, 
Praiſe by all to thee be given, 
Till we in full Chorus join, 
And Earth is turn'd to Heav'n. 


HY M N CL 
Te Deum. 


JNFINITE God to thee we raiſe. 
Our Hearts in ſolemn Songs of Praiſe, 


By 
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By all thy Works on Earth ador'd, 

We Worſhip thee, the common Lord, 
The everlaſting Father own, 

And bow our Souls before thy Throne. 


Thee all the Choir of Angels Sing, 
'The Lord of Hoſts, the King of Kings, 
Cherubs proclaim thy Praiſe aloud, 

And Seraphs ſhout the tri-une God, 
And Holy, Holy, Holy cry, 

Thy Glory fill both Earth and Sky. 


Father of endleſs Majeſty, 

All Might and Love they render thee ; 
Thy true and only Son adore, 

The ſame in Dignity and Power, 
And God the Holy Ghoſt declare, 
The Saints eternal Comforter. 


Meſſiah, Joy of every Heart, 
Thou, thou, the King of Glory art, 
With daily Triumph we proclaim, 
And bleſs and magnify thy Name, 
And wait thy greatneſs to adore, 


When Time and Death ſhall be no more. 


KT M 8. CLE 
Going to Church, 


Shall ſlothful we abide at home? 
Shall we behind the People ſtay, 
When Jeſus calls, there ftill is Room; 
We'll go, it is a Place of Prayer, 


H E Saviour meets his Flock to Day, 


Who knows, but God may meet us there ? 


To 
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To Day Emmuauel feeds his Saints, 
And there true Chriſtians find their King; 
There they lay open their Complaints, 
And there the Holy Armies ſing: 

We'll go into the Houſe of Pray'r, 

O God ! vouchſafe to meet us there. 


Remove Temptations, Oh ! our Lord, 

And let our Enemies be Slain, 

Which would withdraw us from thy Word, 
And plunge us in the World again: 

And when the Bridegroom ſhall appear, 

O may our Souls be — in Pray'r. 


ee. 
Communion with Chrisi. 


C OM E dear Saviour, Son of God, 
Come and make us thine Abode, 
Thirſt our Souls to taſte thy Joys, 
Long to hear thy bleſſed Voice. 


Favour us through all our Days, 
Let our Years be Years of Praiie, 
Let thy Preſence bleſs our Soul, 
Whilſt Eternal Ages roll, 


Let thy Holy Spirit reſt, 

In the Temple of our Breaſt, 
Lead the Way thyſelf haſt Trod, 
Bring us ſafely to our God. 


Place our Hope in Joys to come, 
There prepare our endleſs Home 


Pleaſure 
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Pleaſures there unmix'd, and pure, 
Shall for evermore endure. 


Take us from a noiſy Throng; 
There we'll learn the Angel's Song, 
There we'll Banquet with the Lord, 
Share the Joys that Heav'n afford. 


Teſu, break our Priſon Bars, 
Carry us beyond the Stars, 

Lead us where we fain would be, 
In a bleſs'd Eternity. 


Reign Triumphant on Chriſt's Throne, 
may we wear a Starry Crown, 

*Midft ten Thouſand Saints adore, 

Fill'd with Bliſs for evermore. 


SY M N CLML 
Feb. xi. 14, C.. 


O Tell me no more, 

Of this World's vain Store ; 
The time for ſuch trifles, 
With me now is o'er. 


A Country I've found, 
Where true Joys abound, 
To dwell I'm determin'd, 
On that happy Ground. 


The Souls that believe, 

In Paradiſe Live, 

And me, in that Number, 
Dear Jeſus receive. 


My 
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My Soul don't delay, 
God calls thee away, 
Riſe, follow thy Saviour, 
And bleſs the glad Day. 


No Mortal doth know, 

What he can beſtow, 

What Light, Strength and Comfort, 
Go after him, go, 


In Bondage! O why ? 

And Death, will you lie, 
When God's Word aſſures you, 
Free Grace is fo nigh, 


. 
Ged adored ab: ve, Ec. 


Ngels, and all the Hoſts above, 
Attend, tranſported with God's Lose, 

Raptures and Joys fill all the Choir, 

Such bliſs their breathing Souls infpire. 


Dominions, "Thrones, and Pow'rs Divine, 
Raviſh'd in ſweet Attention join, 

An awful Silence lulls the Spheres, 

And pleas'd, the God of Ages hears ! 


Armies of holy Martyrs wait, 

And Elders riſing from their Seat, 
Unnumber'd Saints around the Throne, 
With Joy their ſacred Heads uncrown. 


Cherubs 
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Cherubs, (before the King of Kings) 
And Seraphs hide them in their Wings ; 
Till burſting in full Melody, 

They loudly, Hallelujah cry! 


All Heaven adores ſehovah's Name, 
And thund'ring V oices praiſe the Lamb, 
Together proſtrate all admire, 

And Sing, and Praiſe, and never tire. 


To this bleſs'd Court, O may we fly, 
Here ceaſcleſs, Hallelujah cry; 

There may we ſee our Saviour's Face, 
And take our everlaſting Place. 


HY MN CLV. 


Unto Him that laved us. c. Rev. i. 5. 6. 


O W we meet to Praiſe the Lamb, 
Jeſu in the midſt appear, 
Kindle in our Souls a Flame ; 
Burn up all our Sins and Fear : 
Jeſu, what are we? 
Stubble fit to be conſum'd: 
Full of Sin and Miſery, 
To Perdition juſtly doom'd. 


Yet didſt thou in Mercy look, 
And our loſt Condition ſee, 

Thou cur Curſe haſt freely took, 

All our Sins were laid on thee, 
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Thou haſt ſnatch'd the Prey 
From the roaring Lion's Teeth ; 
Captives thou haſt ſent away, 
Free from Guilt, Deſpair and Death. 


Jeſus waſh us in thy Blood, 

Hide us in thy bleeding Side, 
Make us Kings and Prieſts to God, 
And eſpouſe us for thy Bride; 

Glory be to thee, 
Lovely loving Lamb of God, 
Glory to the Sacred Three. 
Be by Heav'n and Earth beſtow'd. 


HTT MN CLVI. 


PR AIS E. 


C OM E let us Sing to Jeſu's Name, 
And Bleſs the Author of our Peace, 

Let us adore our Lord, the Lamb, 

Our Wiſdom, Strength and Righteouſneſs, 


How many Nations, Tongues and Lands, 
In Ignorance and Darkneſs dwell, 
Faſt bound in Satan's Iron Bands, 


And carry'd Captive down to Hell. 


Th' accepted Time (the Goſpel Day 

Is preach'd) to us hath now appear'd ; 
O let the Record of the Lord, 

And his glad Tidings be believ'd. 


Behold ! we need not doubt or fear, 
Our Debt is paid in Jeſu's Blood ; 


God 
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God will in no wiſe caſt us out, 
O taſte and prove how God is good. 


Eternal, wiſe, and gracious God, 
Before thy People hence depart; 
Us ſprinkle with thy healing Blood, 
And write thy Goſpel on our Heart. 


H Y M N CLVIL 
John, vii. 37. If any Man thirſt, Sc. 


HE Lord of Life exalted ſtands, 

Aloud he cries, and ſpreads his Hands ; 
He calls ten thouſand Sinners round, 
And ſends a Voice from ev'ry Wound. 


Attend, ye thirſty Souls, draw near ! 
And fatisfy your Wiſhes here : 
Behold ! the living Fountain flows 
In ſtreams, as various as your Woes, 


An ample Pardon Chriſt will give, 
He'll bid the ſentenc'd Rebel live 
Shew him his Father's ſmiling Face, 
And lodge him in his dear embrace, 


Bleſt Saviour, may we doubt no more, 
But hear, and wonder, and adore ; 

Still near thy Stream may we be found, 
Long as we tread this earthly Ground. 


H HYMN 


Theſe are the Wounds, and this the Rock, 
In which we ſhould abide : 

O Sinners, to this Jeſus look, 
Behold ! behold his Side ! 


Near him approach, ye guilty Race, 

And view his Heart again; 
*T was Cleft for you 60 
For you this Lamb was ſlain 


Bring your Diſeaſes, ho! ye Poor, 
Bring Doubts, and Fears, and Sin; 

22 about the Door, 
The b will let you in. 


Eternal Glory be to thee, 
Thou Fountain Head of Love; 
Let all the Earth adore thy Name, 
And ev'ry Pow'r above. 


HT MN CLIX. 
Mighty to Save. 


we Jeſus — only he, 
Our Redeemer ſtoops to be, 


Leſs 


B 


He, 
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He, for our Salvation bled, 
Firſt begotten from the Dead. 


While in Death, like Sheep we lay, 
While we all were gon: aſtray ; 
He, our Lord, our Life became, 
He reſtores us, thro” this Name. 


Hail ! thou Son of antient Days,. 
Hail! the object of our Praiſe : 
Bleſſed Jeſus, thou whoſe Wings, 
Healing to the Nation brings. 


Thou art worthy to receive 
Glory, more than we can give : 
Thou, alone, art ftrong to ſave, 
Thine own Arm Salvation gave. 


Chriſt alone, the Wine Preſs trod, 
Laden with the Wrath of God : 
Ventur'd none with thee to join, 


All the Glory ſhall be thine. 


HKT M N CLE 


Ehold | we meet to worſhip God, 
Dear Jeſus now impart 
Salvation, Grace, and Life, and Love, 
To every ſeeking Heart. 


O ye, who wait to find the Lamb, 
n Reverence draw near ; 
And liften to his ſoft, ſtill Voice, 
The Lord our God is here. 
H2 Speak 
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Speak Jeſus, to the mourning Soul, 


And bid its Terrors ceaſe ; 
Say to the Sinner ſelf condemn'd, 
My Blood hath bought thy Peace. 


Look on the fearful, ſee their Doubts, 
And let their tears be dry. 

Support the Faint, and let em hear, 
«« Be not afraid, Tis 1 


5 

Antient of Days, deſcend, 4eſcend, 
Awake Jehovah's Son ; 

Breathe into theſe or Bones thy Life, 
And make thy known. 


To blefs the People thou haſt lov'd, 
Thy ſaving Grace be nigh ; 

Let Earth and Hell, and all our Sin, 
Before thy Preſence fly. 


H Y M N CLXI. 
'Tis Ged that Fuſtifieth. Rom. viii. 33. 


ORD, if thou art our Salvation, 
Let who will our Souls condemn, 
here remains no Condemnation, 
For the Souls thou didft redeem : 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
Glory be to Chriſt the Lamb. 


Though Men rejected, 
Saints and — us deſpiſe, 


— 


d, 
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Lord, by thee alone reſpected, 
We can wipe our weeping Eyes : 
Hallelujah, &c. 
Glory be, &c. 


Though no fingle Soul approves us, 
Shall it make our Hope the leſs ; 
May we know our Saviour loves us, 
May we feel an inward Peace : 
allelujab, &c, 
Glory be, &c. 


Lord, accompliſh all our Wiſhes, 

With full Glories on us ſhine, 

Kiſs us with ten thouſand Kiſſes, 

Better is thy Love than Wine : 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
May we ſing before thy Throne. 


8 Y M KN GTLEAIL 
Follow Ae. 


ildren of God ariſe, 

| Awake and underſtand, 

The World's deluſive Joys deſpiſe, 

—_ look to — Hand; 
here is your ha lace, 
B Jets Chriſt prepar's, 

Ye Sons of Sorrow, and of Grace, 
There is your great Reward, 


If Heav'n may be our Reſt, 
And God our Souls will guide, 
We ſeek no more, no more requeſt, 
Nor aſk we —_ beſide : 
3 
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Let us but reach at laſt, 
The Palace of our God, 

The bitter Cup we'll gladly tafte, 
And run the rugged Road. 


H Y M N CLXIII. 


Declaring Chrift's Righteouſneſs. 


E. with boldnefs will declare, 
Thy Miracles of Grace, 
In the Congregation tell, 
Of thy ſure Righteouſneſs : 
How can we our Lips refrain ? 
Thy Righteouſneſs we muſt impart, 
Lord thall we, for fear of Man, 
Conceal it in our Heart. 


Happy he who e'er believes 
The Embaſly of Peace, 
Who at Jeſu's Hand receives 

The Gift of Righteouſneſs : 
God is his Salvation's God, 

The Lord is his Almizhty Shield, 
He with Grace ſhall be endow'd, 
And then with Glory fill'd. 


HT MN CLXIV, 
Matth. xxvii. 50, 54. 


bl IS done! th' atoning Work is done 4 
Jeſus, the World's Redeemer — 
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All Nature feels th' important Groan, 
Loud ecchoing thro” the Earth and Skies: 


The Earth doth to her Center quake, 
And Heav'n, as Hell's deep gloom, is black. 


The Temple's Veil is rent in twain, 

While Jeſus meekly bows his Head, 

Li Rocks _ his mortal Pain, 
yawning Graves give up their Dead ; 

The Bodies of the Saints ariſe, 

Reviving as the Saviour Dies. 


And ſhall not we his Death partake, 

In ſympathetick Anguiſh groan, 

O ins, let thy Paſſion ſhake 

Our Earth, and rend our Hearts of Stone : 
To fecond Life our Souls reſtore, 

And *wake us, that we fleep no more. 


H Y M N CLXV. 


LL thanks to the Lamb, who gives us 
| | ; ; [ to meet, 
His Love we proclaim, his Praiſes repeat, 
We own him our Jeſus, continually near, 
To pardon and bleſs us, and comfort us here. 


O what ſhall we do, eur Saviour to Love, 
To make us anew, come Lord, from above ! 
The fruit of thy Paffion, thy Holineſs give, 
Give us the Salvation of all that believe. 


Come Jeſus, and looſe the ſtammerer's tongue, 
And teach even us, th* ſpiritual Song : 


H 4 Let 


Pronounce the glad Word, and bid us be free, 
Ah! haſt thou not, Lord, a Bleſſing for me? 
The Peace thou haft giv'n, this Moment 
{ impart, 
And open thy Heav'n, O Love, in my Heart. 


H Y M N CLXVI, 


Happineſs of Saints. 


APPY the Souls to Jeſus join'd, 
wy ae te © gp wg LM 
alking in y Ways, 

Their Heav'n on Farch = b 


The Church, triumphant in thy Love, 
They fn ay T2T 1 5 — above, 
| in Hymns 

And — in Hymns below. 


Thee, in thy glorious Realms, they praiſe, 
And bow before thy Throne; 

We, in the Kingdom of thy Grace, 
The Kingdoms are but one, 


The holy, to the holieſt leads, 
From hence our Spirits riſe ; 

And he that in thy Statutes treads, 

Shall meet thee in the Skies, 


HYMN 
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H Y M N CLXVIL 


At the Conſecration or Dedication of a Church. 


4 be pleas'd to meet us here, 
And ſhew ſome tokens of thy Love, 
Let us believe, and feel thee near, 

And all thy choiceſt Bleſſings prove, 
And every time we here adore, 

Freſh Mercies on us freely pour. 


May this be call'd an Houſe of Pray'r, 
By all who come to view this Place : 
May they acknowledge God is here, 
And ſee the Glories of thy Face: 

And from his threſhold ne*er remove, 
Till they have feaſted on his Love. 


When Sinners come to hear thy Word, 
May Jeſus pierce and wound their Hearts, 
May they to Life be all reſtor' d, 

And feel the Joy his Death imparts; 
Repent, and flee from future Wrath, 
And lay faſt hold on Chriſt by Faith. 


May Saints, for whom the Saviour Dy'd, 
For Strength and Comfort here repair, 
In Faith and Love be ediſy'd, 

And ſtronger Conſolations ſhare : 
Return, with Hearts inflam'd with Joy, 
And then his Praiſe their Lips Employ. 


May Seekers here their Saviour find, 
And mourn no more an abſent God: 


—— — 


a _ CO "A 


— ＋ꝙ́ĩꝛẽ— ũᷣ—— — 
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To Sorrow be no more inclin'd, 

But feel his Preſence ſhed abroad ; 
Receive freſn pledges of his Grace, 
Admire his Love, and fing his Praife. 


H Y MN CLXVIIL 
PSALM CVI. 1. Praiſe ye the Lord, &c. 


D E AR Jeſus draw near, 
And kindly give Ear, 
Now Lord, in this folemn Afembly appear. 


Our God and our King, 
Thy Praiſes we ſing, 
Thy Name, to loſt Creatures, Salvation doth 


bring. 

In Adam we fell * 
From Heaven to Hell, 

But Jeſus, the Sentence of Death doth repeal. 


No Sinner ſhall miſs 
Of Pardon and Peace, 
Who truly can ſay, that the Saviour is his. 


They never ſhall Die, 
Who on him rely, 
For he is a Saviour exalted on high. 


All we who believe, 
Forgiveneſs receive, 


And we in his Kingdom, for ever ſhall live. 


HYMN 
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H Y M N CLXIX. 


Exel. xxxvi. 26. A new Heart alſo will I give 


you, Sc. 


OOK upon us Sinners, Lord, 
And thoughts of Love conceive, 
ow fulfil in us thy Word, 
New Hearts, new Spirits give : 
Now we come before thy Throne, 
And thy renewing Grace implore, 
Take away theſe Hearts of Stone, 
And Hearts of Fleſh. reſtore. 


eſu, bring us near to thee, 
thou our chief Delight, 
All thy Goodneſs let us ſee, 
And glory in the Sight : 
Fill our Hearts with Joy unknown, 
And give us Peace for evermore. 
Take away, &c. 


Jeſu, loving, bleeding Lamb, 

O feed us with thy Blood, 

On our Hearts engrave thy Name, 
Engrave the Name of God : 

Write a Law of Love thereon. 
Such as we never felt before, 
Take away theſe Hearts of Stone, 


And Hearts of Fleſh reſtore. 


KEYMN 
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H Y M N CLXX. 
A View of Heaven mortifies us to the World. 


W HEN I behold the heav'nly ſtate, 
'The reſt that doth the Saints await, 

How full of Comfort is my Soul, 

What ſtreams of Bliſs around me roll. 


Above the World by Faith we riſe, 
And taſte the Joys above the Skies, 
With Angels feaſt, with Angels join, 
in Hymns immortal and divine. 


While we enjoy this bliſsful Sight, 
Our Souls o'erflow with ſweet Delight ; 
We long to reach th' eternal Shore, 

And fee this evil World no more. 


O for the beatifick Day, 
When we ſhall fing our Souls away : 
Then Pain and Sin for ever ceaſe, 

And Joys eternally increaſe. 


HT M N CLXXI. 
x Car. iii. 22. All is Youre, 


OW the Chriſtian's Portion is! 
What heaps of Joy, what worlds of Bliſs 
e Lord for them prepares ! 

Their boundleſs Treaſures who can know, 
For all above, and all below, 
And God, and Chriſt, is theirs, 


Jeſus, 
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Jeſus, and all in him, is theirs, 
They are adopted Sons and Heirs 
Of God, thro” Grace divine: 
Their Sins are pardon'd in his Blood, 
And with his Righteouſneſs endow'd, 
How glorious do they ſhine. 


God is their own, and God is Love, 

And they have all in Heav'n above, 
What can they covet more ? 

Or what can true Believers want, 

Why are they Diſcontent or Faint, 
They have an endleſs Store. 


To God the Father, Rong Roms, 
And Chriſt, who did the World redeem, 
And thee, the Holy Ghoſt : 
In Eſſence one, in Perſons three, 
Immortal Praiſe and Glory be, 
By all the heav'nly Hoſt. | 


H Y MN CLXIXII. 


_ Eph. vi. 11, 12. Put on the whale Armour, &&c. 


Oldiers, hear the Trumpet ſoundin 
8 Men of War, * » 


Now prepare 
In Chriſt's ſtrength abounding. 


See your Captain juſt before 

Bolaly Fighe 88 
In his Might, 

Win a Crown of Glory. 
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Gird the Goſpel Truths around you, 
Keep them cloſe, a 
Then your Foes 

Never ſhall confound you. 


Jeſu's Righteouſneſs imputed, 
And impreſt 
On your Breaſt, 

Is a Robe well ſuited. 


Take the Goſpel Preparation, 
Walk in 3 
Never ceaſe, 


From pure Converſation. 


Truſt in Jeſu's Blood and Merit, 
Keep his Word, 
Take the Sword 

Of his holy Spirit. 


Take the Helmet of Salvation, 
Baffle Snares, 
Caſt off Fears, 

Fight thro' Tribulation. 


Fight in Faith, ſtill waxing ſtronger, 
Pa the Dar, "0 . 
Force your Way, 
Till you more than Conquer. 


H Y MN CLXXIIL 
For publick Worſhip. 


OME deareſt Saviour from above, 


And fill our Hearts with Grace; 


( 159 ) 


And ſweetly ſhed abroad thy Love, 
And kindly ſhew thy Face, 


Into thy Temple, Lord, we come, 
To hear what thou ſhalt fay ; 

O do not ſend us empty Home, 
Leſt we faint by the Way. 


How happy 'tis, when Men agree, 
And join with one Accord, 

In bands of Truth and Unity, 
To love and praiſe the Lord. 


Remove whate'er our Souls may part 
From thee, and thy dear Son ; 

In cloſe Communion join each Heart, 
And melt us into one. 


Thy Tabernacles here below 
Reſemble Heav'n above, 

Where living ſtreams of Pleaſure flow, 
And Rivers full of Love. 


H Y MN CLXXIV. 
The ſame. 


LORD, how awful is the Place, f 

Where thou art pleas'd to ſhew thy Face, 5 

And manifeſt thy Love: | 

How we rejoice when thou art near, 

Our ſolemn Meetings then appear 
A type of Heaven above. 


( 160) 


Come here and ſee, and taſte how ſweet 
It is, when God's dear Children meet, 
To call upon the Lord : 
Their Hearts are knocking at his Gate, 
In Silence at his Feet they wait, 
They wait to hear his Word. 


Their Praiſes eccho thro' the Skies, 
O may our pureſt Wiſhes riſe, 
A Our warm Aﬀections move: 
ow bright, how lovely they appear 
While Jeſu's Righteouſneſs they wear, 
And praiſe the God of Love. 


HT MN CLXXV. 


Praying for Compaſſion. 


DI NG Friend of Sinners hear us, 
Humbly at thy Croſs we lie, 

” thine ("my i — 57 us, 

ow the ly juſtify : 

Let thy A oy of Compaiſion, 

To tny ranſom'd Creatures move, 

Shew us all thy great Salvation, 

God of Truth, and God of Love. 


By thy meritorious Dying, 

Save us from this Death of Sin, 
By thy precious Blood's applying, 

| Make our inmoſt Nature clean ; 


By thy Spirit Circumciſe us, 

Kindle in our Hearts a Flame, 
y thy Baptiſm baptize us 

Inte al thy glorious Name, 
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Hear, O hear our Pray'r unceaſing, 
(Canſt thou turn away thy Face,) 
Send us down the purchas'd bleſſing, 
Fullneſs of the Goſpel Grace; 

Give us worthily t adore thee, 

Thou our full Redeemer be, 
Give us Pardon, Grace and Glory, 
Peace and Power, and Heav'n in thee. 


H Y MN CLXXVI. 
Solomon's Song, Chap. ii. 


HE Voice of my beloved ſounds, 
While o'er the mountain tops he bounds 
He flies exulting o'er the Hills, 
And all my Soul with tranfport fills, 
Gently doth he chide my Stay, 
Riſe, my Love, and come away. 


Lag phony bon Leda] 
e Rain is gone, the Winter's 

The lovely vernal Flow'rs appear, 
The feather'd Quires invite our Ears : 


Noto with ſweetly penſiue Moan, 
Caes the — rack 


The Voice of my beloved ſounds, 

While o'er the mountain tops he bounds, 
He flies exulting o'er the Hills, 

And all my Soul with tranſport fills : 
Gently dath he chide my Stay, 

Riſe, my Love, and come away. 


HYMN 


( 162 ) 
HT MN CLXNVIL 
Prayer for Salvation. 


ESUS, ſhew us thy Salvation, 

In thy Strength we ftrive with thee, 
By thy myſtic Incarnation, 

By thy Nativity : 

Arm us with thy ſelf-denial, 

Ev'ry tempted Soul defend, 

Save us in the fiery Tryal, 

Make us faithful to the End. 


By thy dear blood-ſhedding heal us, 
Cut us off from every Sin, 

By thy Circumciſion ſeal us, 
Write thy Law of Love within 
Save us, thou our dear Redeemer, 
Into all our Souls impart, 

Thy divine and heav*nly Nature, 
Form thyſelf within our Heart. 


HT MN CLXXVIIL 
The diſireſi d Sinner. 


* 


Retched, helpleſs, and diſtreſs'd, 
Ah ! whither ſhall I fly, 

Ever gaſping after reſt, 

I cannot find it nigh ; 
Naked, Sick, and Poor, and Blind, 

Faſt bound in Sin and Miſery, 

Friend of Sinners, let me find, 

My Help, my All in thee, 


Jeſus, 


( 163) 
Jeſus, full of Truth and Grace, 


In thee is all I want, 

Be the Wanderers reſting Place, 

A Cordial to the Faint; 

Over me thy Mantle ſpread, 

Send down thy Likeneſs from above, 
Let thy Goodneſs be diſplay'd, 

And wrap me in thy Love. 


H Y M N CLXXIX. 
The Backſlider. 


Ou S U, full of pard' ning Grace, 
More full of Grace, than I of Sin, 
Yet once again I feek thy Face, 

Open thine Arms, and take me in, 

And freely my Backflidings heal, 

And love the faithleſs Sinner ftill. 


Thou know'ſt the Way to bring me back, 
My fallen Spirit to reſtore, 

O, for thy Truth and Merey ſake, 
Forgive, and bid me Sin no more; 

The ruins of my Soul repair, 

And make my Heart an Houſe of Pray'r. 


Ah ! give me, Lord, the tender Heart, 
That trembles at th*approach of Sin, 
A godly Fear of Sin impart, 

Implant, and root it deep within, 
That I may dread thy gracious Pow'r, 
And never dare offend thee more. 


HYMN 


( 164) 
HY M N CLXXX. 


The Epiphany. 


E 7 the Lord our Saviour reigns ! 
Praiſe him in evangelick Strains ! 
et all the Earth in Songs rejoice, 
And diftant Iſlands join their Voice. 


The Lord is come, the Heav'ns proclaim 
His Birth, the Nations learn his Name ; 
An unknown Star directs the Road, 

Of Eaftern Sages, to their God. 


All ye bright armies of the Skies, 

Go worſhip where the Saviour lies ; 
Angels — Kings before him bow, 
The Great on high, and Great below. 


Rejoice, ye Chriſtians, and record 

The ſacred Honours of the Lord, 
None but the Souls that feel his Grace, 
Can triumph in his Holineſs. 


H Y MN CLXXXI. 


Alvation ! O the joyful Sound! 
What Pleaſure to our Ears 
A ſov'reign Balm for ev'ry Wound, 
A Cordial for our Fears. 


Buried in Sorrow, and in Sin, 


At Hell's dark Door we lay! 


(1663) 


Ohm worth by Qaoe divine, 
To fee a heavn'ly Day! 


Salvation ! let the Eccho fly 
The ſpacious Earth around, 
While all the Armies of the Sky 
Conſpire to raiſe the Sound. 


H Y M N CLXXXIL 
„ 


RISE, my Soul, ariſe, 
And view th'Almighty's Throne, 
Humble and joyful lift thine Eyes 
To Lands of Peace unknown. 


High in eternal Praiſe, 
lad in a ſhining Cloud, 
Reſides the King of endleſs Days; 
The great Creator God. 


Girt with a golden Belt, 
My dear Redeemer ſtands, ä 
And ſtain'd with Blood for Sinners ſpilt, 
He ſpreads his wounded Hands. 


In Beauty, Love, and Peace, 
He reigns triumphant now, 

And pard' ning Pow'r, and ſaving Grace, 
Sits glorious on his Brow, 9 5 


There, Tribulation's Sons 
After their noble ſtrife, 
Rejoicing, reſt on dazling Thrones, 
And wear the Crown of Life. 


(166) 


1 Jeſus, and ſhall I, 


er in theſe Courts adore : 
O ſeal me this before I Die, 
And, Lord, I aſk no more. 


H Y MN CLXXXIIL 
Moſes Dying in the Embraces of God. 


If God be with us there, 
e may walk thro' the darkeſt Shade, 
And never yield to Fear. 


Due. cannot make our Souls afraid, 


Might we but climb to Piſgah's Top, 
And view the promis'd Land ; 
Our Fleſh itſelf ſhould long to drop, 


And pray for the Command. 


Claſp'd in our heav'nly Father's Arms, 
We would forget our Breath, 

And looſe our Life © among the Charms | 
Of fo divine a Death. 


H Y M N CLXXXIV. 
Paradice on Earth. 


LORY to God that walks the Sky, 
GG And ſends his Bleflings thro', 
at 


tells his Saints of Joys on hi 
And gives » rails beter. . 


When 
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When Chrift, with all his Graces crown'd, 
Sheds his kind Beams abroad, 


But ah ! how ſoon our Joys decay, 
How ſoon our Sins ariſe, 

And ſnatch the heav'nly Scene away, 
From theſe lamenting Eyes. 


When ſhall the time, dear Jeſus, when, 
The ſhining Day appear ; 

That we Walk — thoſe Clouds of Sin. 
And Guilt and Darknefs here. 


We would almoſt forſake our Clay, | 
Before the Summons come, | 


And and wiſh our Souls a 
Te their eternal Home. * 


HY MN CLXXXV. 


A Funeral Thought, | 


HARE ! from the Tomb a doleful ſounu 
Our Ears attend the Cry, 
Ye living Men, come view the Ground, 
Where you muſt _— lie. 


Princes, this Clay Bed, 
Inf 1 — \-2 oy 


The Tall, the iſe, the Revirend Head, 
Muſt lie as low as Ours. 


Great 


( 168 } 


Great God ! is this our certain Doom ? 
And are we ftill ſecure ? 
Still walking downward to the Tomb, 


And yet prepare no more. 


Grant us the Pow'rs of quick'ning Grace, 
To fit our Souls to fly; 

Then, when we drop this dying Fleſh, 
We'll riſe above the Sky. 


HT MN CLXXXVI. 
Feſu's Love. 


HO ſhall we bleſs the bleeding Lamb, 
Or his amazing Kindneſs ſhew, 

Give bo 4 Honours to his Name, 

Or render him the Praiſes due : 

Lo! God for Sinners Bleeds and Dies, 

Our Maker is our Sacrifice. 


Our Sins may reach to Heaven above, 
And for Deſtruction cry aloud, 

Yet Jeſu's everlaſting Love, 

Is ſeal'd in Characters of Blood: 

His Blood a full Diſcharge procures, 
His Love unchangeable endures. 


Oh! for that World which yet remains, 
That Land of Reſt for Saints above, 
There ſhall we chant in nobler trains, 
The myſteries of ſeſu's Love: 

His Love ſhall then be all our Song, 
While endleſs Ages paſs along. 


WH YT HE 


( 169 ) 
HT M N CLXXXVIL 


Adoption. 


EHOLD what wond'rous Grace 
The Father has beſtow'd 
On Sinners of a mortal Race, 

To call them Sons of God! 


Nor doth it 2 appear, 
How great they will be made; 


But whin they ſee their Saviour here, 
Saints ſhall be like their Head, 


A Hope ſo much divine, 
May Trials well endure ; 

May purge their Souls from Senſe and Sin, 
As Chrift the Lord is pure. 


O Lord, if in thy Love 
We ſhare a filial Part, 

Send down thy Spirit, like a Dove, 
To reft upon each Heart. 


Suffer us not to lie 

Like Slaves before thy Throne, 
Let each now Abba, Father, cry, 

And thou the Kindred own. 


HT MN CLXXXVIIL 


OW to the Lord, a noble Song, 
Awake, my Soul, "awake my Tongue, 
Hoſanna to th' eternal Name, 

And all his boundleis Love proclaim ! 


I See 


(179) 


See where it ſhines in Jeſu's Face, 
The brighteſt I of his Grace ; 
God, in the Perſon of his Son, 

Hath all his mightieſt Works outdone. 


Grace, tis a ſweet, a charming Theme, 
Exult, my Soul, at Jeſu's Name 

Ye Angels, dwell upon the Sound ! 

Ye Heav'ns, reflect it to the Ground 


Oh that we all may reach the Place, 

Where he unveils his lovely Face, 
Where all his Beauties you behold, 
And fing his Name to Harps of Gold ! 


7 H Y M N CLXXXIX. 
For the Comforter, &c. Jobn xiv. 16. 


OM E, thou dear Jeſus and reveal, 
And let the Promiſe now take Place, 
Be it according to thy Will, 
According to thy word of Grace: 
Thy ſorrowful Diſciples chear, 
ſend us down the Comforter. 


Haſten him, Lord, into our Heart, 

Our ſure inſepar able Guide, 

O might we meet and never part, 

O might he in our Hearts abide, 

And keep his Houſe of Praiſe and Pray'r, 


And reit and reign for ever there. 
H YM N 


(177) 
HY M N CXC, 


The Paſſion of Teſus. 


EVER Love nor Sorrow was 
Like that my Jeſus ſhew'd ! 
h 


im ftretch'd on yonder Croſs, 
And cruſh'd beneath our Lord 
Now diſcern the Deity, 
Now his heav'nly Birth declare, 
Faith cries out, * Tis He! * Tis He! 
My God, that ſuffers there. 


Well may Heav'n be cloath'd with black, 
Tk ſolemn Sackcloth wear, 
efu's Agony partake, 

The He of Darkneſs ſhare : 
Mourn th' aſtonied Hoſt above, 
Silence ſaddens all the Skies, 
Kindler of ſeraphic Love, 
The God of Angels Dies. 


Lord, we bleſs thee for thy Grace 
And Truth, which never fail, 
Haſt' ning to behold thy Face, 
Without a dimming Veil: 

We ſhall ſee our heav'nly King, 
All thy glorious Love proclaim, 
Help the Angel-Choir to ſing 
Our dear triumphant Lamb. 


I 2 


( 72) 
H Y M N CXCI. 


The Compaſſion Jeſus. 


, UR Spirits join t' adore the Lamb, 
Oh that our feeble Lips would move, 

In ſtrains, immortal as his Name. 

And melting as his dying Love. 


Was ever equal Pity found, 

'T he Prince of Heav'n reſigns his Breath ; 
And pours his Life out on the Ground, 
To ranſom guilty Worms from Death. 


Rebels, we broke our Maker's Laws, 
He from the threat'ning ſets us free, 
Bore the full Vengeance on the Croſs, 
And nail'd the Curſes to the Tree. 


O may we waſh our deepeſt ſtains, 

And heal our Wounds with heav'nly Blood, 
Bleſt Fountain! ſpringing from the Veins 
Of our Incarnate God. 


In vain our mortal Voices ſtrive 

To ſpeak Compaſſion fo divine; 

Had we a thouſand Lives to give, 

A thouſand Lives ſhould all be thine, 


SS Y M MN CAC 
Follow thou Me. 


E T others ſeek for tranſient Mirth, 
L And look for Pleaſures here on Earth, 


We 


(173) 


We ſeek the Joys of Cangan's Land, 
The Pleaſures at the Lord's right Hand. 


Our Hope is in our Saviour's Breaſt, 
Our Portion at his Marriage Feaſt, 
Our Kingdom far remov'd from hence, 
And Heav'n is our Inheritance. 


How can we ftay ? our Lord is gone, 
Hath took poſſeſſion of his T hrone, 
He calls us Home, and we mult go, 
We cannot reft content below. 


Pleaſure and Gain may ſtrew our Road, 


And tempt us to forſake our God: 
But Jeſus hath engag'd our Heart, 
Our Souls from him thall never part. 


O how can we ſuch Love abulic ? 
Or lightly ſuch a Saviour uſe ? 

Still, deareſt Lord, our Ruler be, 
And we will always follow thee. 


H Y MN CXCIIL 
Heavenly Praiſe. 


QAlvation to our God, 

Who fitteth on the Throne ! 

Thankſgiving to the Holy Ghoſt, 
And to the Lamb, the Son. 


All Glory, Praiſe, and Pow'r, 
To God be ever giv'n : 
By every Angel round the Throne, 
And all the Hofts of Heav'n. 


I 3 


Great 


(174, 


Great are thy wond'rous Works ! 
Moſt juſt and true thy Ways 
Lord God Almighty | King of Saints, 
High in eternal Praiſe. 
Who ſhall not fear thy Might, 
By ev'ry Pow'r ador'd ! 
All Nations ſhall before thee knee], 
And gladly call thee, Lord. 


Salvation to our God, 

To Father, and to Son ; 
And Glory to the Holy Ghoſt, 
Three, Coeternal One, 


H Y MN CXCIV. 
Praiſe after Meat. 


Give Thanks, ye Old and Young, 
Praife the Lord with Heart and Tongue, 

For his Mercy ſtill ſupplies 

All Mankind's Neceſſities. 


God diſplays, for our Delight, 
Endleſs Wonders of his Might; 


Lord, enlarge our narrow Senſe, 
So tadore thy Providence. 


O that Body, Soul and Mind, 

May to thee be all reſign'd; 

T i we praiſe thy glorious Name, 
At the Supper of the Lamb. 


HYMN 


(175) 
HY MN CXCV, 


Of Repentance. 


Of all my paſt Tranſgreſſion: 
And here is none that could atone, 
In this wide World's Poſſeſſion. 


Now I fly to God and Cry, 
Oe ies? Cratranaties,” 
For what thy Son, has freely done, 

Is full Propitiation, 


But if thou wilt, chaftiſe my Guilt, 

And make me feel thine Arrows ; 

Chaſtiſe me here, but keep me clear 
Of everlaſting Sorrows. 


O deal with me, as ſeems to thee 
Moſt good, O thou moſt Holy; 

Do but avert, th'eternal Smart, 
That's due unto my Folly. 


Chriſt's wounded Side, my Soul ſhall hide, 
When Death ſhall draw his Arrow ; 

In Chrift, true Faith redeems from Death, 
And Hell, and Sin, and Sorrow, 


O bleſſed be, th'eternal Three, 
To Father, Son and Spirit ; 

Bleſt Three in One, to whom the Son 
Reftores us by his Merit. 


GOD my Lord, how great's my hoard, 


I 4 HYMN 
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(276) 
H Y M N CXCVI. 


On the Death of Chrift. 


O Boundleſs Grief, beyond Relief ! 
Where are ow. Paſſions hurried ? 
God, the Father's darling Son, 

For our Sins has died. 


O make a Pauſe, and ſearch the Cauſe, 
1 Of * unheard-of Murther; 
dinner] thine Apoſtacy 

Could advance no further. 


The Lamb of God, has ſhed his Blood, 
For Sinners free Salvation ; 

Thus to reſcue ſinful Men, 
From juſt Condemnation. 


O, teſt Dread, God Man is Dead, 
„ he was torn and wounded, 
At this Sight the guilty World 
Ought to be confounded. 


How bleſt he is, who weigheth this 
With Chriftian Application. 

That the Lord of Life and Light, 
Dy'd for our Salvation. 


O Jeſu bleſt, our Hope and Reſt, 


rant us this heav'nly Favour ; 
That thy Blood, Croſs, Death and Tomb, 
Prove our dying Saviour, 


HYMN 


(197). 
HT MN CXCVE. 
The Love of Feſus. 


OME all, and hear of Jeſu's Love, 
O may his Spirit from above, 

Tune our Hearts and Tongues to raiſe 
His Praiſe, in loud harmonious Lays. 


Of him, who did Salvation bring, 

We could for ever think and fing : 

His Grace but aſk, and *twill be giv'n, 
He'll raiſe and turn your Hell to Heav'n. 


O wond'rous Jeſu ! greateſt King, 

All Heav'n doth with thy Triumphs ring; 
Still let our Tongues reſound thy Name, 
And Jeſus be our conſtant Theme. 


To ſhame our Sins, Chriſt bluſh'd in Blood, 
He clos'd his Eyes to ſhew us God : 

May all the World fall down and know, 
That none but God ſuch Love could ſhew, 


H Y. MN CXCVIII. 
Commit thy IV ays unto the Lord, S.. 


Commit thy Ways and Goings, 
And all that grieve thy Soul, 
To him, whoſe wiſeſt Doings 
Ruie all, without controu! : 


(278) 
Unto the Lord turn wholly, 


For he will never fail, 
To reſcue thee from Folly, 
If thou doſt but bewail. 


Truft alſo in him ever, 
Without reluctant Will, 
His Promiſes will never 
Once came behind thy Zeal : 
His Goodnefs knows no Meaſure, 
His Love and Care no End, 
For ſuch as wait with Pleaſure, 
Till he Salvation fend. 


Bring it to paſs, O bleſſed, 

Above what Words can tell, 
And ſee us all releaſed 

From Sin, and Death, and Hell : 
Dire& us, O moſt Holy, 

In the bleſt heav'nly ey ; 
That leads thro? this dark Valley, 

To everlaſting Day. 


H Y MN CXCIX. 
Praiſe to the Redeemer. 


We wretched Sinners lay, 
thout one chearful Beam of Hope, 
Or ſpark of glimm'ring Day. 


Pine. in a Gulph of dark Deſpair, 
i 


With pitving Eyes, the Prince of Grace, 
Beheld our helpleſs Grief ! * 


(179) 


He ſaw, and (O amazing Love !) 
He ran to our Relief. 


Down from the ſhining Seats above, 
With joyful Haſte he fled, 

Enter'd the Grave in mortal Fleſh, 
And dwelt among the Dead. 


Oh! for this Love let Rocks and Hills 
Their laſting Silence break, 

And all harmonious human Tongues, 
The Saviour's Praiſes ſpeak. 


Angels aſſiſt our mighty Joys, 
Strike all your Harps of Gold ; 

But when you raiſe your higheſt Notes, 
His Love can ne'er be told, 


HY MN CC. 


Before Preaching. 


H E hand of our God 
Has brought us again, 
(A Favour beſtow'd, 
We hope not in vain) 
To hear from our Saviour, 
The Word of his Grace, 
Then be our Behaviour 
Becoming the Place. 


Now help us O Lord, 
With Praiſe and with Pray's, 

To practice thy Word, 
And worſhip with Fear, 


( 280 ) 


Help us with Contrition, 
To own what we've done, 
And give us remiffion 


Thro' Chriſt thy dear Son. 


Bleſt Spirit of Chrift, 
Help us to believe, 
Thy Servants aſſiſt, 
In Chriſt for to Live: 
O ſend us thy Unction, 
To teach us all good, 
Apply free Remiſſion, 
In Chriſt's precious Blood. 


H YT M N CCL 


The Chriſtian Warfare. 


And gird the Goſpel Armour on, 
arch to the Gates of endleſs Joy, 
Where your great Captain, Saviour's gone, 


8 up, bleſt Souls, ſhake off your Fears, 


Hell and your Sins reſiſt your Courſe, 
But Hell and Sin are vanquiſh'd Foes, 
Your Jeſus nail'd them to the Croſs, 

And ſung the Triumph when he roſe, 


Then let your Souls march boldly on, 
Preſs forward to the heav'nly Gate; 
There Peace and Joy eternal reign, 

And glitt ring Robes for Conqu'rors wait. 


There 


61810 


There may we wear a ſt 
And- — | in Almighty — 
While all the Armies 2 he Sky, 


Join in our glorious Leader's Praiſe, . 


H Y MN Con. 
Iſaiah, liii. 6. 


I K E Sheep we went aſtray, 

And broke the Fold of God, 

Each wand'ring in a diff”rent Way, 
But all the downward Road, 


How dreadful was the Hour 

When God our Wand'rings laid 
And did at once his Vengeance pour 

Upon the Shepherd's Head 


How glorious was the Grace, 
When Chriſt ſuſtain'd the Stroke! 

His Life and Blood, the Shepherd pays 
A Ranſom for the Flock. 


His joyful Soul ſhall ſee 
The purchaſe of his Pain ; 
And by his Knowledge e juſtify 


The guilty Sons of 


Heav'n ſhall advance God's Son 
To Joys that Earth deny'd ; 

Who ſaw the Follies Men had done, 
And bore their Sins and dy'd, 


HY MN 
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H Y M N CCIIL 


The bleſſed Siciety in Heaven, 


May we mount on ſacred Wings, 
ud tread the Courts above 4 
Nor Eacth, nor all her mightieſt things, 
Should tempt our meaneſt Love. 


There on a high majeſtick Throne, 
Th'Almighty Father reigns ; 

And ſhed his glorious Goodneſs down 
On all the bliſsful Plains, 


Bright, like a Sun, the Saviour fits, 
And ſpreads eternal Noon : 

No Ev'nings there, nor gloomy Nights, 
To want the feeble Moon. 


Amidſt thoſe ever-ſhining Skies, 
Behold the ſacred Dove, 

While baniſh'd Sin and Sorrow flies 
From all the realms of Love. 


The glorious Tenants of that Place, 
Stand bending round the Throne ; 

And Saints and Seraphs ſing and praiſe 
The infinite Three-One. 


But oh! what beams of heav'nly Grace, 
Tri nſport them all the while; 
Ten chouſand ſmiles from Jeſu's Face, 
And Love in every ſmile. 
Jeſus, 
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Jeſus, and when ſhall that dear Day, 
That joyful Hour appear ? 

When I ſhall leave this Houſe of Clay, 
To dwell amongſt em there. 


H Y M N CCIV. 
For Eafter- Day. 


* E that ſeek the Lord who Dy'd, 

Your God for Sinners Crucify'd, 
Prevent the earlieſt Dawn, and come 
To worſhip at his ſacred 'Tomb : 
Bring the ſweet Spices of your Sighs, 
Your contrite Hearts, and ſtreaming Eyes, 
Your ſad Complaints, and humble Fears, 
And embalm him w:th your Tears. 


While ye thus your Souls Employ, 
Your Sorrows hall be turn'd to Joy, 
Now, now, let all your Grief be oer, 
Believe, and ye ſhall weep no more ; 

An Earthquake hath the Caverns ſhook, 
And burſt the Door, and rent the Rock, 
The Lord hath ſent his Angel down, 
Who hath roll'd away the Stone. 


See, as Snow, his Garment white, 

His Countenance, as Lightning, bright, 
He fits and waves a flaming Sword, 
And waits upon nis riſing Lord 4 

The chird auſpicious Morn is come, 
And calls your Saviour from the Tomb, 
The bands of Death are torn away, 

And the Tomb gives back his Prey, * 
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See the Lord is riſ'n indeed, 

To Death deliver'd in your Stead, 

His riſe proclaims your Sins forgiv'n, 
And ſhews the liviog Way to Heav'n ; 
Go tell the Followers of your Lord, 
Their ſeſus is to Life reſtor'd, 

He Lives, that they his Life may find, 
Lives to quicken loft Mankind, 


. 


P from the dark and filent Tomb, 
See the victorious Jeſus come; 
Th' 1 * Pris' ner quits the Pris'n, 
And Angels tell the Lord is ris'n, 
Angels, Angels, Angels, An Angels 
IEEE. > ow 


Ye guilty Souls that groan and grieve, 

Ol — glad Tidings ; hear and Live, 

God's Righteous Law is ſatisfied, 

And Juſtice now is on your fide, 
Juſtice, Juſtice, &c. 


Your Surety, thus releas'd by God, 
Pleads the rich Ranſom of his Blood, 
No flamir.g Sword, no Bar remains, 
But Mercy now triumphant reigns, 


Mercy, Mercy, &c. 


Believers, hail ! your riſing Head, 
The firſt Begotten from the Dead, 
Your Reſurrection's ſure thro” his, 
To endleſs Life, to endleſs Bliſs, 
Endleſs, Endleſs, &c, HYMN 
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H Y M N CCVL 
Reſurrection of the Saints, &c. 


E Chriſtians, hear the joyful News 

Death has receiv'd a deadly Bruiſe, 
Our Lord has made his Empire fall, 
And conquer'd him that conquer'd All, 
Conquer'd, &c. 


Thus doom'd are all Men once to Die, 

Yet Saints, by Faith, Death's Pow'r defy'; 

They ſoon ſhall feel his Bands unbound, 

Awaken'd by th' Archangel's found, 
Awaken'd &c. 


The Trump of God ſhall rend the Rocks, 
And open adamantine Locks ; 
Come forth the Dead, from Death's dark dome, 
And Jeſus calls his ranſom'd home, 

Jeſus, Jeſus, &c. 


Ye Sinners timely warming take, 
Turn to the Lord, your Ways forſake, 
And hope, thro' God's Almighty Pow's 
The happy Reſurrection Hour, 


Happy, Happy, &c. 
H Y MN CCVIL 
Eaſter Day. 


C HRIST the Lord is riſen to-day : 
Sons of Men, and Angels ſay, 
Raiſe your Joys and Triumphs high, 
Sing ye Heav'ns, and Earth reply. 


Lev e's 
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Love's redeeming Work is done, 
Fought the Fight, the Battle's won, 
Lo! our Sun's Eclipſe is o'er, 

Lo! he ſets in Blood no more. 


Lives again our glorious Kin 

Where O Dead is now thy fling 3 
Once he Dy'd, our Souls to ſave, 
Where's thy Victory, O Grave. 


Soar we now, where Chriſt has led, 
Fol wing our exalted Head; 

Made like him, like him we riſe, 
Ours the Croſs, the Grave, the Skies. 


Hail ! the Lord of Earth and Heaven, 
Praiſe to thee, by both be given, 

Thee we greet, Triumphant now, 
Hail ! the Reſurrection thou. 


King of Glory ! Soul of Bliſs, 
Everlaſting Life is this, | 
Thee to know, — thy Power to prove, 
Thus to Sing, and thus to Love, 


HT M N CCVIL 


Aſeenfun, 
O Teſus our aſcended God, 


ew Honours let us raiſe, 
And Sing the Triumphs of his Croſs, 
To his meſt worthy Praiſe. 


The 
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The Almigh Conqu'ror reigns on high, 


He's now fat down above, 
To plead the Victories he has won, 
Upon a Throne of Love. 


What tho” the Powers of Hell combine, 
To drive our Souls away ; 


Death, Sin and Hell, are vanquiſh'd Foes, 
Riſe up, our Souls —— 


Tis finiſh'd ! ſaid he long ago. 
When he on Earth did Die ; 

But now tis finiſh'd double ſo, 
For he's aſcended high. 


HH Y MN COT 


The ſame. 


Mmanuel to Heaven is gone, 

And fits at God's right Hand, 
ore him round the glorious Throne, 
Thouſand of Thouſands ſtand. 


With Worſhip, all his Angels own 
His Majeſty and Grace, 

And all tke Elders now cafl down, 
Their Crowns before his Face. 


The heavenly Hofts ſurround th' A bode, 
Of this exalted King, 

And Songs of Praiſe to him, their God, 

With chearful Voices Sing. 


Glory 
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Glory to thee is all their , 

; o for thy Saints were Slain, 

Wiſdom and Power to thee belong, 
And endleſs Praiſe, Amen, 


H Y M N CCX. 


Ps ALM xxiv. 7. Lift up your Heads, &c, 


UR Lord is riſen from the Dead, 
Our Jeſus is gone up on high, » 
The Powers of Hell are Captive ſed, 
Drag'd to the Portals of the Skie. 


There his Triumphant Chariot waits, 
A: \ngels chaunt the Solemn Lay; 
Lift up your heads, ye heavenly Gates, 
Ye everlaſting Doors give way. 


Looſe all your Bars of Maſſy Light, 
And wide unfold th* etherial Scene: 
He claims theſe Manfions as his right, 
Receive the King of Glory in. 


Who is the King of Glory ? who? 

The Lord, that all his Foes @'ercame, 

The World, Sin, Death, and Hell o'erthrew, 
And Jeſus is the. Conqueror's Nams, 


Lo! his Triumphant Chariot waits, 
And Angels chaunt the Solemn Lay : 
Lift up your Heads, ye heavenly Gates, 
Ye Everlaſting Doors give way. 


Who 


2 
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Who is the King of Glory ? who ? 
The Lord of glorious Power poſſeſt, 
The King of Saints, and Angels too, 
God over all, for ever bleſt. 


HY M N CCXI. 
Cbriſt's Exaltation. 


Oſanna to the Prince of Light, 
That cloath'd himſelf in Clay, 

Enter'd the Iron Gates of Death, 
And tore the Bars away. 


Death is no more the King of Dread, 
Since our Emmanuel roſe ; 

He took the Tyrants Sting away, 
And ſpoil'd our helliſh Foes, 


See how the Conqueror mounts aloft, | 
And to his Father flies, | 
With Scars of honour in his Fleſh, | | 
And Triumphs in his Eyes. | 


There our exalted Saviour Reigns, | 
And ſcatters Bleſſings down; 

Our Jeſus fills the middle Seat, 
Of the Cœleſtial Throne. 


Raiſe your Devotion, Mortal Tongues | 
To reach his bleſs'd Abode ; | 

Sweet be the Accents of our Songs, | 
To our incarnate God. 
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_ Angels ftrike their loudeſt Strings, 


our ſweeteſt Voices raiſe, - 
Let Heaven, and all created Things, 
Sound our Emmanuels Praiſe, 


HT MN OI. 
Interceſſion of Chris. 


WAEE my Soul and Sing, 
A joyful Song of Praiſe, 
o Jeſus thy exalted King, 
A thankful Tribute raiſe. 


See him once crown'd with Thorns, 
And on the Croſs expire 

But Glory now his Head adorns, 
While heav'nly Hoſts admire. 


Enthron'd at God's right Hand, 
He who on Earth o'ercame ; 

An Advocate with God now ftands, 
For all who love his Name. 


He ever Lives, and bears 
Their Names upon his Breaſt, 
And heav'nly Manſions he prepares 
For their eternal Reſt. 


H Y M N CCXIIL 
To the Trinity. 


H AIL holy, holy, holy Lord ! 
Be endleſs Praiſe to thee ; 


Supreme 
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8 | eſſential one ador d 
CNRS * 


Enthron'd in everlaſting State, 
E'er Time its Round began, 
Who join'd in Council to create 

The Dignity of Man. 


All that the Name of Creatures own, 
To thee in Hymns aſpire : 
May we as Angels on our Thrones, 
or ever join the Choir! 


Hail holy, holy, holy Lord ! 
Be endleſs Praiſe to thee ; 
Supreme, eſſential one ador'd, 

co-eternal three 


H Y ad N CCAIVY, 
The ſame. 


RAISE be to the Father given, 
Chriſt he gave, 
Us to ſave, 


Now the Heirs of Heaven. 


Pay we equal adoration, 
To the Son, 
He alone, 


Wrought out our Salvation. 


Glory to the Eternal Spirit, 
" he Seals, 4 
Chriſt reveals, 


And applies his Merit. Worlhip, 
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Worſhip, Honour, Thanks and Bleffin 


One in Three, | 
Give we thee, 


Never, never ceaſing. 


H Y M N CCXV. 


God's unchangeableneſs, 


Efore the Earth or Worlds were made, 
Our Fathers Heart did move; * 
His Mercy no beginning had, 
He is Eternal Love. 


All Nature may be out of courſe, 
Or into Nothing fall : 

The Love of God is ftill in force, 
His Love is all in all. 


How miſerable ſhould we be ? 
What Comfort could we find, 

If God did change as oft as we, 
Who waver like the Wind. 


If once the Blood of Chriſt we feel, 
Upon our Hearts impreft ; 

The mark of that cœleſtial Seal, 
Can never be eras'd. | 


The Lord will ſcourge us if we ſtray, 
His Mercies never ceaſe, 

The Lord will never take away 
His covenant of Peace. 


The 


HT MN CCXVL 
At the Death of a Believer. 


Ofanna to Jeſus on high ! 
Another is enter'd his Reſt, 

Another is *ſcap'd to the Sky, 
And lodg'd in Emmanuel's Breaſt: 
The Soul of our Brother is gone 

To heighten the Triumph above, 
Exalted to Jeſus's Throne, 

And claſp'd in the Arms of his Lovc. 


How happy the Angels that fall 
Tranſported at Jeſus's Name! 
The Saints whom he ſooneſt ſhall! cal! 
To ſhare in the Feaſt of the Lamb 
No longer impriſon'd in Clay, 
Who next from his Dungeon ſhall fly ? 
Who firſt ſhall be fummon'd away? 
My merciful God —— tis it I ? 


O Jeſus ! if this be thy Will, 

That ſuddenly I ſhould depart, 
Thy Council of Mercy reveal, 

And whiſper the Cal to my Heart : 
O give me a Signal t know 

f ſoon thou would'it have me to move, 

And leave the dull Body below, 

And fly to the Regions of Love. 


K HYMN 
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H Y M N CCXVIL 


Cr. xv. What is ſown in Corruption, is, &c. 


8 ON s of God by bleſt Adoption, 
View the Dead with ſteady Eyes, 

What is fown thus in Corruption, 

Shall in Incorruption riſe ! 

What is ſown in Death's diſhonour, 

Shall revive to glorious Light ! 

W hat is ſown in this weak Manner, 

Shall be rais'd in matchleſs Might. 


Jeſus thy rich Conſolations, 
To thy mourning People fend, 
May we all with Faith and Patience, 
Wait tor our approaching End! 
2. Petition be it granted) 

or our Change our Hearts prepare 
Give us Confidence undaunted, | 
Chearful Hope, and godly Fear. 


HT MN CCXVIIL, 


At a Funeral. 


REbo1d ! our Brother's happy Soul 
To Paradiſe is gone : 

Is where endleſs Pleaſures dwell, 
o ſhare our Saviour's Throne. 


All Tears are wiped from his Eyes, 
And he 22 releas'd : n 

Caught up to above the Skies, 
Where weary d Spirits reſt, 
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Soon ſhall this Body glorious riſe, 
And, like our Saviour's, ſhine ; 

Be number'd with the Juſt and Wiſe, 
In Majeſty divine. 


Teach us, Almighty God, and true, 
Our feeble Age to ſee ; 
How few our Years ! and evil too, 


And how to follow thee. 


Prepare us for the ſolemn Day, 
When we muſt ceaſe to Live; 

And when our Souls are forc'd away, 
Do thou our Souls receive. 


HT M N CCXIX, 
Liſe and Eternity. 


HEE we adore eterral Name, 
And humbly own to thee, 
How feeble is our mortal Frame 
W bat dying Worms are we 


Our waſting Lives grow ſhorter ſtill, 
As Months and Days increaſe : 

And ev'ry beating Pulſe we tell, 
Leaves but the number leſs. 


The Year rolls round, and fteals away 
The Breath, that firſt it gave: 

Whate'er we do, where'er we be, 
We're trav'lling to the Grave. 


K 2 


Dangers 
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ſtand thick thro” all the Ground, 

To puſh us to the Tomb : 

And fierce Diſeaſes wait around, 7 
To hurry Mortals Home. 


Great God ! on what a flender Thread 
Hang everlaſting things ; 

Th'eternal ftate of all the Dead, 
Upon Life's feeble ftrings. 


Infinite Joys, and endleſs Woe, 
Attend on every Breath : 

And yet, how unconcern'd we go 
Upon the brink of Death 


Waken, O Lord, our drowſy Senſe, 
To walk this dang'rous Road : 
And if our Souls are hurry'd hence, 
May they be found with God. 


HT MN CCXX. 


At the Death or Burial of a Cbriſtian. 


Ight dear in the Almighty's Sight, 
he Saints put off their Clay; 
And born to everlaſting Light, 
The Spirits fly away. 


How bleſt are whoſe Work is done 
Who hear the _ vg 

Enter my Joy, and ſhare my Throne 
« And banquet with thy Lord.” - 


Bleſs'd 
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Bleſs'd with the Spirits are the Dead, 
Who from their Labours reſt : 

Who fleep in Chrift their Living Head, 
And wake in Jeſu's Breaft. 


No more let Tears our Eyes o'erflow, 
Nor Grief our Spirits move ; 
Our Brother leaves his Friends below, 
| To join his Friends above. 


The great Aſſize is near at Hand, 
We there muſt all a 


In milky Robes, with Jeſus ſtand, 
Or tremble at his Bar. 


Maſter, 
Th 8 Las: 


Lead back the wand' Sons of Men, 
To reign at Gy licht Hand. 


Hatton On I 1 


We long to delt 6 in . *. 
And did to Time adieu. 


H Y MN CCXXL 


The ſame. 


LET God be prais'd, our Brother's gone, 
His Soul to Abraham's Breaſt is fled, 

His Fight is fought, his Work is done, 

And he is number'd with the Dead ; 

The filent Grave ſhall give him room, 


*Till Jeſus ſhall to Judgment come. 
K 3 — 
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No Foe ſhall interrupt his Reſt, 

No Enemy diſturb his Peace, 

He, dead in Chrift, with him is bleft, 
Partaker in his Happineſs : 


2 | | 
Nor Wrongs, nor Griefs, nor Pains, nor Strife, 


Shall rob him of eternal Life. 


Almighty King, whoſe pow'rful Word, 
Calls this our Brother to thy Throne, 

Soon let thy Remnant be reſtor d, 
Where Hope we this thy Servant's gone 


And when the laſt loud Trump is heard, 


O!] grant that we may be prepar'd. 


HY MN CCXXIL 


The ſame. 


ES Us come! our deareſt Jeſus, 

Save us from the World beneath, 
From a Life of Pain releafe us, 
From a Life of daily Death : 
Liſten to the ceaſeleſs Mourning, 
Of thy 4 1 12 
Anſwer, Lord, thy Spirit's Groaning, 
Take us to our Church above. 


Many a Soul is lodg'd before us, 
In the garner of the Grave, 
J<fus, come ! to Life reſtore us, 

s from all our Troubles fave : 
Us in infinite Compaſſion, 
To our happier Friends unite, 
Raiſe us to our higheſt Station, 
Rank us with thy Saints in Light. 
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Still we bear about thy Dring, 

In our feeble Bodies here, 
Languiſhing for thee, and crying, 
Light of Life in us appear ; 

Take us to thy kind Embraces, 
To thy heavenly Banquet lead, 
Wipe all Sorrow from our Faces, 
Set the Crown upon our Head. 


H Y M N CCXXIL 


Chrift at the Door. 


E 


ify thy Grace, O Lord, 
an Loc A halt thou prepar'd 
A Suppe: for thy Saints ! 
All Things are ready, th. '::# ſaid, 
A Table thou haſt richly ſpread,. 
To anſwer all our Wants. 


Now, Lord, allure our Souls to thee, 

O kindly bid us come and ſee, 

And taſte how thou art; 

Knock with the Hammer of thy Word, 

Enock by thy pow'rful Spirit, Lord, | 
Lord, fork into each Heart. 


Darkneſs and Unbelief remove, 
And raviſh all our Souls with Love, 
Caſt out the Pow'r of Sin; 
Jeſus, attend our feeble Pray'r, 
And for thyſelf our Hearts prepare, 
Come in, our Lord, come in. 


K 4 Let 
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Let Comfort, Love, and Joy, and Peace, 
Like Rivers flow, and R111 nals, 
Unto the Ocean driv'n : 
Lord, condeſcend to ſup with me, 
And grant I now may ſup with thee, 
And ſup at laſt in Heav'n. 


H Y M N CCXXIV. 


1 Pet. i. 12. Which Things the Angels deſire, &c. 


ESU's dying Grace 
J To ſing — forth, 
Its Myfteriouſneſs, 
And infinite Worth : 
What Tongue is ſufficient 
Of Angels or Men ? 
All, all, are deficient, 
Too grov'ling and mean. 


Our Sins he ſuſtain'd, 
And bought our Reprieve, 
Forgiveneſs obtain'd, 
For all who believe ! ! 
For every Tranf reſſion 
And Sin againſt God, 
We have free Remiffion 
In Jeſus's Blood ! 


O Saviour, to thee, 

Wich Guilt on our Head, 
For Succour we flee, 

Salvation and Aid : 


His Riches of Grace, 
Ye angelick Choir ; 


His Mercy is greater 
Than all our paſt Sin, 
His Love is much ſweeter 
Than Honey or Wine. 


Dear Jeſus, who can 
Sufficiently praiſe, 
In Life's narrow ſpan, 
Thy wonderful Grace? 
Thy Lon fill engages, 
And heightens our Song, 
While Ages on Ages, 
For ever roll on. 


H Y M N CCXXV. 
The Mourner. 


ORD, I know not how to Pray. 
| I am ftill oppreſt with Sin, 

ake the Burden all away, 

Wath, O waſh, my Spirit Clean; 

Give me thy renewing Grace. 

And my Soul from. Sin Convert, 

Pour thy Spirit, God of Peace, 

Give me now a praying Heart. 
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How have I abus'd thy Grace, 
Trampled on thy precious Blood, 
Turning to Laſciviouſneſs, 

Thy rich Goodneſs, O my God; 
can only ſcarcely Mourn, 

Lord, be gracious to me ſtill, 
Turn to me, a Sinner, turn, 
Save, O fave, my Soul from Hell, 


At thy Mercy's Feet I lie, 
Lord, do with me as thou wilt, 
This my Language, though I Die, 


The dear Saviour's Blood was ſpilt: 


This ſhall be my ceaſeleſs Cry, 
This ſhall be my lateſt Plea, 
Teſus did for Sinners Die, 

O my God, he died for me. 


Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
The myſterious One-in-Three, 
Thou doſt freely ſave the Loft, 
Praiſe and Glory be to thee ; 

Earth below, and Heaven above, 
Both conſpire to fing thy Praiſe, 
Both rejoice in Jeſu's Love, 

Both proclaim his ſov'reign Grace. 


HY MN CCNXVI. 


On the lat Day of a Year. 


he now expiring Year, 
What Praiſes to thy God are due, 
For all his Love and Care. 


How 


RISE, my Soul, this Day Review, 
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How and Souls are fled, 
Since the laſt New Years Day: 

Their Bodies number'd with the Dead. 
And mould'ring into Clay. 


O in what Dangers, Fears and Straits 
Thy Life has been upheld ; ; 

And ftill ſweet Mercy on thee waits, 
And God is ftill thy Shield. 


My num'rous Sins, O Lord, forgive, . 
And bleſs me with thy Grace ; 
That if another Year I Live, 
It may be to thy Praiſe. 


H Y M N CCXXVIL 


On New Years Day. 


TH this new Year we raiſe our Songs, 
To Praiſe the Lord with Hearts and 


For his Support in Troubles paſt, ("Tongues 
Wherewith our Lives were 4 ; 


O grant us, Jeſu, Prince of Peace, 
Thy conſtant Aid, thy conſtant Grace, 
That we may thro' the rolling Year 
Serve Thee with filial Love and Fear. 


Grant us to lead a Holy Life, 

And when we leave this World of ſtrife, 
O bring us to that joyful Day, | 
When thou wilt wipe all Tears away. 


Guard 
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Guard us, Oh ! guard us from all Sin, 
And let us be renew'd within ; 

Maintain O Lord, our Faith and Love, 
Till we behold thy Face above. 


H Y M N CCXXVIIE 


The ſame. 


ND _— 
Love ! 


And do we yet Rebel 
is boundleſs ! tis amazing 
That bears us up from Hell. 


The burden of our weighty Guilt, 
Would fink us down to Flames ; 

And threatning Vengeance rolls above, 

To cruſh our feeble Frames. 


Almi goodneſs cries forbear 
4 1 the Thunder ftays, 

And dare we now provoke his Wrath ? 
And weary out his Grace. 


Lord, we have long abus'd thy Love ! 
Too long indulg'd our Sin ; 

O that our Hearts may bleed to ſee, 
What Rebels we have been. 


No more our Lufts may ye command, 
No more may we obey ! 

Stretch out, O God, thy conquering Hand, 
And drive our Foes away. 


H Y M N 
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HY MN CCXXIX. 


The ſame. 
Orc: more the conſtant Sun, 
Revolving round his Sphere, 
His ſteady courſe has run, 
And brings another Year ; 
He riſes, ſets 
But goes not back, 
Nor ever quits 


His deftin'd Track. 


Hence ! let Believers learn, 
To keep a forward Pace, 
Be this our main Concern, 
To finiſh well our Race ; 
Backflidings ſhun, 
With Patience preſs, 
Towards the Sun 
Of Righteouſneſs. 


What now ſhall be our Taſk, 
982 _ 12 our Prayer, 
— ſhall we aſk, 

To Ton this New-Year ; 

With one accord 

Our Hearts we'll lift, 

And aſk our Lord, 

A New-Years Gift. 


No trifling Gift or ſmall, 
Should Friends of Chriſt deſire, 
Rich Lord, beſtow on all, 


Pure Gold, well try'd by Fire 
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Faith that ſtands faſt, 
When Devils roar, 
And Love that laſts 
For evermore. 


H Y MN CCXXX. 


Te Deum. 


O W can we adore, 

Or worthily praiſe, 

hy Goodneſs and Pow'r, 

Thou God of all Grace 

With Honour and Blefling, 
Before Thee we fall, 

Mott gladly confeſſing 
Thee, Father of all. 


The Heavens and Earth, 
And Water and Air, 
To Thee owe their Birth, 
Subſiſt by thy Care; 
While Angels are ſinging 

Thy Praiſes above, 
We Mortals are bringing 
Our Tributes of Love. 


And equal with Him : 
Inveſted with Glory, 

On high doſt thou fit, 
While Angels adore Thee 

And bow at thy Feet. 
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was thy Love, 

How wond'rous thy Grace ! 
Thou cam'ft from above 
To fave a loſt Race; 
ans Man to deliver, 

f waſt born, 

That erg Believer 

To God might return. 


How ſoon will thy Seat 


How 


And welcome Thee there 
Thy witneſſing Spirit 

In us ſhed abroad, 
And bid us inherit 


The Kingdom of God. 


HT MN CCXXXI. 
Praiſe to Chriſt. 


AT L thou once def] _-»< nouk L 
Hail thou Galilean 
didft ſuffer to releaſe us, 


H 


Who didft free Salvation bring ! 
Hail thou univerſal Saviour, 
Who haſt born our Sin and Shame, 


By whoſe Merits we find Favour, 
Life i is given thro thy Name 


Paſchal Lamb by God appointed, 
All our 22 Thee were laid, 
By png Lon Love 2 
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Ev'ry Sin may be forgiv'n, 
hro' the virtue of thy Blood, 


ee 
is made twixt Man and God. 


Jeſus Hail ! enthron'd in Glory, 

There forever to abide ! = 

All the Hoſts adore Thee, 

Seated at thy Father's fide : 

There for Sinners thou art pleading, 
Spare them yet another Year—" 

Thou for Saints art interceding, 

Till in Glory they appear. 


Worſhip, Honour, Power and Bleffing, 
Chrift is worthy to receive, 

Loudeft Praiſes without ceaſing, 

Meet it is for us to give, 

Help, ye bright angelic Spirits, 
Bring ſweeteſt, nobleft Lays, 

Help to fing our Jeſu's Merits, 

p to chaunt Emmanuel's Praiſe, 


H Y MN CCXXXIL 


Ever-living Prieft, 
We Sinners come to thee ; 
Deny not our Requeſt, 
e ve no where elſe to flee ; 
We aſk thee, Lord, to ftand between, 


Offended God, and finful Men. 
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When Tempeſts from above, 


Ariſe for bruken Laws, 

Thou ſource of tender Love, 
Eſpouſe the Sinners Cauſe ; 
Stand in the Gap, and turn away 
The Wrath we merit every Day. 


Avert impending Wrath 
Nor let thy favour'd Land, 
A Victim fall beneath 
The Judgment of thy Hand; 
Help us, O Lord, to Watch and Pray, 
Nor let us fin thy Grace away. 


H Y M N CCXXXIII. 
For Great Britain. 


Sinful Britain, now Repent, 

Your Hearts before Jehovah rent, 
Turn from your Sins, and you ſhall prove 
That God is ſtill a God of Love. 


How long will ye in Darkneſs dwel! ? 
And walk ſo near the brink of Hell, 
When Jeſus calls, why will you Die ? 


And Periſh everlaſtingly ? 


Sinners, obey the Goſpel call, 
At Jeſu's Feet for Mercy fall; 
His Arms of Love will you embrace, 
The Vileft of the fallen Race. 


Let every one that thirſteth, come 
To Jeſu's Arms, for there is room; 
Repent, and in his Name believe, 
And you, Forgiveneſs ſhall receive. 


HYMN 
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H Y MN CCXXXIV. 


The ſame. 


He ſhall we addreſs thy Throne, 
O thou h gh and lofty One, 

Merit we have none to bring, 

Bur a Saviour's Blood we fing. 


Lord, we are a treach'rous Race 
Long have we abus'd thy Grace 
Long have trampled on the Blood 
Of our agonizing God, 


Monuments of thy Free Grace, 

We adore thy ſearchleis Ways; 
We admire, and well we may 

How we re ſpar d from Day to Day 
Former Favours now excite 

Us, thy Mercy to invite; 

Abba, Father, hear our Pray'r, 
Once again for us appear. 


H Y M N CCXXXV. 
On a Faſi-Day. 


UR Saviour, our God, 
We pray thee attend, 
And ſhew thyſelf now 
By eng thy Goodneſs, 
3 
We = L. a. find, 
Thou, to the unthankful, 
Art Gracious and Kind. 
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Ariſe, O our God, 

And ſcatter thy Foes, 
That thirſt for the Blood 

Of Men, thou haſt choſe ; 
The Peace of thy Zion, 

T fain would diſturb, 
Ariſe, 's Lion, 

Their Fury to curb. 


Remember the Land, 
To guard with thy Hand, 
By Day and by Night: 
Remember the Nation, 
To which thou haſt given, 
The News of Salvation, 


By Chriſt brought from Heaven. 


We own we've abus'd 
'Th Mercy and Grace, 
And fadly miſus'd 
The Days of our Peace: 
But let the Rod's 
Convert us, O God, 
And lead us to waſh, in 
Thy Son's precious Blood. 


HT MN CCXXXVI. 
The ſame. 


O Righteous God, thou Judge ſupreme ! 
We tremble at thy dreadful Name, 

And all our crying Guilt we own, 

In Duſt and Tears before thy Throne. July 
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uſtly might this polluted Land, 

ve all the vengeance of thy Hand, 
But view us, Lord, with pitying Eye, 
And lay thy lifted Thunder by. 


Forgive the Follies of our Times, 

And purge our Land of all its Crimes, 
Reform'd and deck'd with Grace divine, 
Let Princes, Prieſts, and People, ſhine. 


Behold, thy Childrens Tears and Moan, 
Nor turn away their ſecret Groan, 
With theſe we join in humble Pray'r, 


Our Nation ſhield, our Country ſpare. 


H Y M N CCXXXVIL 


For His Majeſty King George, &c. 


ORD, thou haſt bid People 5 
LSA 
And thy Vicegerents Reign, 
Rulers, and Governors and Powers, 
And Lo! in Faith we Pray for ours, 
Nor can we Pray in vain. 


Bid all his Griefs and Troubles ceaſe, 
And thro” the Paths of Heavenly Peace, 
To Life eternal lead. 


Cover 
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Cover his Enemies with 
Defeat their proud malicious Aim, 
Their baffled Hopes deſtroy : 
But ſhower on him thy Bleſſin down, 
Crown him with Grace, with Glory crown, 


And everlaſting Joy. 


Secure us of his Royal race, 
A Man to ſtand before thy Face, 
And exerciſe thy Power : 
With Wealth, Proſperity and Peace, 
Our Nation and our Church to bleſs, 
Till Time ſhall be no more. 


HT MN CCXXXVIII. 


Ps ALM cxxiv. Victory over Enemies. 


Hildren of God rejoice, 
Lift up ! lift up your Voice 
Tho' Thunders roar ; 
Put Robes of Gladneſs on, 
Tell what the Lord hath done, 
O Sound his Name alone, 
From Shore to Shore. 


Sing, O devoutly Sing, 
The Conqueſts of your King, 
His Croſs diſplay: 
His Triumphs ſpread abroad, 
The Glorics of your God, 
The Saviour's precious Blood, 
Who won the Day. 


Your 
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Your chearful T s Employ, 

In Hymns of Holy Joy : 

The Fight is oer, 

The happy Day is come, 

Satan receiv'd his doom, 

And Chriſt reigns on the Throne, 

Reigns evermore. 

Glory, O Lord to Thee, 

Who giveſt Victory, 
O glorious Power 

No Sword, nor Shield, nor Bow,) 

hou didft our Foes o'erthrow., 

We give Thee Glory now, 
Victorious Power 


We all had ſurely dy'd, 

But thou waſt on our Side, 
And mad'ſt them fall: 

O what have we deſerv'd ? 

But bleſſed be the Lord, 

Who ſpake the mighty Word, 
O praiſe him all. 


H Y M N CCXXXIX. 


God prais'd by all his Creatures, 


Is the high Notes that wake my Tongue, 
aiſe to the God who reigns on high, 
Shall be the cadence of my Song; 


Proc to the God who arch'd the Sky, 
r 


Celes- 
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Celeſtial Worlds! your Maker's Name 
Reſound thro” e ery ſhining Coaſt ; 
Our God a greater Praiſe will claim, 
Where he unfoids his Glories moſt. 


Mortals can you refrain your Tongue ? 
When — all wand you —_ 
O for a Shout from Old and Young, 
From humble Swains and lofty Kings; 
Wide as his vaſt Dominion lies, 

Make the Creator's Name be known, 
Loud as his Thunder ſhout his Praiſe, 
And Sound it lofty as his Throne. 


Jehovah ! ttis a glorious Word, 

O may it dwell on every Tongue, 

But Saints who beſt have known the Lord, 
Are bound to raiſe the nobleſt Song; 
Speak of the Wonders of that Love, 
Which Gabriel plays on every Chord, 
From all below and all above, 

Loud Hallelujahs to the Lord. 


H Y MN CCXL, 
To the Trinity. 


FAOME, Thou Almighty King, 
Help us thy Name to fing, 
Help us to praiſe ! 
Father All-glorious, 
O'er all Vitorious ' 
Come, and reign over us, 
Aatient of Days. 
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Jeſus our Lord, ariſe, 
Scatter our Enemies, 
And make them fall 
Let thine Almighty Aid 
Our ſure Defence be made, 
Our Souls on thee be ſtay'd, 
Lord, hear our Call! 


La: n 


Come, thou Incarnate Word, 
Gird on thy mighty Sword, 
Our Pray'r attend ! 
Come ! and thy People bleſs, 
And give thy Word Succeſs, 
Spirit of Holineſs, 
On us deſcend. 


Come Holy Comforter, 
Thy Sacred witneſs bear 
In this glad Hour 
Thou who Almighty art, 
Now rule in ev'ry — 
And ne' er from us depart, 
Spirit of Power. 


To the Great One in Thres, 
Eternal Praiſes be, 
Hence—Evermore ! 
His Sov'reign Majeſty, 
May we in Glory ſee, 
And to Eternity, 
Love and Adore. 


HYMXN 
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At Diſmiſſtm. 


O farther go To-night, but 
Dear Jeſus, "till the Break of 
Turn in, dear Lord, with me; 
And in the Morning when I wake, 
Me in thine Arms, my Jeſus, take, 
And I'Il go on with thee. 


7 


The ſame. 


HIS God is the God we adore, 
Our faithful, unchangeable Friend, 
Whoſe Love is as Jar as his Power, 
And neither knows Meaſure nor End ; 
*Tis Jeſus, the Firſt and the Laft, 
Whoſe Spirit ſhall guide us ſafe Home, 
We'll praiſe him for all that is paſt, 
And truft him for a!l that's to come. 


Iſmiſs us, with thy Bleſſing, Lord, 
Help us to feed upon thy Word, 
All that has been amiſs, forgive, 
And let thy Truth within us Live. 


Tho' we are Guilty, thou art Good, 
Waſh all our Works in Jefu's Blood ; 
Give every fetter'd Soul releaſe, 
And bid us all depart in Peace. 


1 Tie 
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ATHER, e'er we hence 
Send thy good = down, 


To reſide in ev 

And bleſs the Seed chat's ſown ; 
Fountain of eternal Love, 

Thou freely gav'| thy Son to Die, 
Send thy Spirit from above, 

To quicken and apply. 


The ſame. 


Will lay me down by 2 
And ale take m 
Me ie commend to Jeſu 4 . 
Ee as upon his Breaſt, 
So, if Jeſus — PI fleep, 
While Troops of Angels are my Guard; 
O, my Shepherd, love and keep, 
And be my great Reward. 


ONE but Jeſus will we ſing, 
None elſe will we adore ; 
He our Prophet, Prieſt, and King, 
Shall be for evermore. 
None among the heav'nly Pow' ra, 
Nor one on Earth, our Praiſe may claim; 
None but Jeſus call we ours, 


None but the bleeding Lamb 


Gloria 
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Gloria Patri. 


IVE Glory to God, 
Ye Children of Men, 


And publiſh abroad, 
Again and again ; 

The Son's glorious Merit, 
The Father's Free Grace, 
The Gifts of the Spirit, 
To Adam's loft Race. 


The ſame. 
E Sons of Men, your Voices raiſe, 
And ſing th'eternal Father's Praiſe, 
And glorify the Son : 
Give Glory to the Holy Ghoſt, 


And join with all th'angelick Hoſt, 
To bleſs the great THREE-ON E. 


The ſame. 


Raiſe God, from whom all Bleſſings flow, 
Praiſe him all Creatures here below ; 
Praiſe him above, ye heav'nly Hoſt, 
Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 


The ſane. 


ATHER, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
One God whom we adore ; 


F we with the heav'nly Hoſt 
T To praiſe thee evermore, | 


L 2 Live 
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Live by Heav'n and Earth ador'd, 
'Three in one, and one in three, 
Holy, holy, holy Lord, 
All Glory be to thee. 


The ſame. 


ING we to our God above, 
Praiſe, eternal as his Love : 

. Praiſe him, all ye heav'nly Hoſt, 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft. 


HYMNS 


F OR 
Perſons meeting in Chriſtian 


=, 6 35 ns © 


EHOLD us, Saviour, now we meet, 
Simply waiting at thy Feet, 

Let thy Spirit now rev al, 

What our inmoſt Souls can feel. 


on the whole Society, 
n a Bond of age 

When we ſpeak of Jeſu's Name, 

Raiſe our Hearts into a Flame. 


Sun of Righteouſneſs, ariſe, 

With thy healing quick'ning Rays, 
O diſpel the darkſome Cloud, 
"Till each cry out, my God, aloud. 


oo 3 Succour 
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Succour every tempted Soul, 

Let thy Spirit make them whole : 
Give them clearly for to ſee, 

All their Righteouſneſs in thee. 
O Almighty Saviour, God, 
Waſh us in thy cleanſing Blood, 
Purge our Hearts with holy Fire, 
With thy Love our Souls inſpire. 


Shed abroad thy heavenly Love, 
Hear our Cry, celeſtial Dove, 
Shine in every gloomy Heart, 
And freſh Joys to each impart. 


. 
At Parting. 


QAVIOUR, let us part in Peace, 
Cloathed with thy Righteouſneſs, 

Give us always this to feel, 

By the ftamp of Jeſu's Seal. 


Help us ſimply to believe, 
Saviour, now the Promiſe give, 
Now, by Faith, thy Blood apply 
To each Heart, that ſtandeth by. 


O, impreſs it on each Heart, 
Let it never, never part; 
That thy lovely Sacrifice, 
Sinners wholly juſtifies, 


Strengthen 
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Strengthen us, — — Lord, 
By thy Spirit's quick ning Word, 
Help each Brother to go on, 
Trading Sin and Satan down. 


Our Almighty Captain, Thou, 
At thy Feet, behold, we bow; 
"Song us, *till me meet again, 


Near thy loving Heart, dear Lamb. 


. 
The Pilgrim's Song. 


RISE. my Soul, and ſtretch thy Wings, 
Thy better Portion trace; 
Riſe * tranſitory Things, 
Tow'rds Heav'n, thy native Place: 
Sun, and Moon, and Stars A 
Time ſhall ſoon this Earth remove; 
Riſe, my Soul, and haſte away 
To Seats prepar'd above. 


Rivers to the Ocean run, 

Nor ftay in all their Courſe ; 
Fire aſcending ſeeks the Sun, 

Both f them to their Source : 
So a Soul that's born of God 

Pants to view his glorious Face, 
Upwards tends to his A 

To reſt in his Embrace. 


Ceaſe, ye Pilgrims, ceaſe to mourn, 
Preſs onward to the Prize ; 


L 4. 
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Soon our Saviour will return 
Triumphant in the Skies : 
Yet a Seaſon, and you know 
Happy Entrance will be giv'n, 
All our Sorrows left below, 
And Earth exchang'd for Heav'n. 


 Y MM MN BY. 
A Dialogue between Men and Women. 


Aen. Lars are journ eying to our God, 
L. the Spirie =— Come, 


We ſeek — 2 Home. 


We walk a narrow Path and rough, 
And we are tir'd and weak ; 
W 1 fball we baue Reſt enough, 
Farewel, falſe, treacherous World, fare wel, 

To better Worlds we go; 


We travel with our God to dwell, 
To ceaſe from Tail below. 


Our Saviour calls us; there is room 
For us, — and we believe; 

e come, Lord Feſus, lo“ we come, 
Thy promis'd Kingdom give. 


H Y M N V. 
Holy Strife in praiſing Chriſt. 


RIS k. O ye Seed of David, riſe, 
B of Zion, ſing; 
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hy md — Fe Pg we 


Our Souls ariſe, and our Tongue 
Be tun'd to praiſe the Lamb ! 

So ready be our ranſom'd Throng 
To magnify his Name. 


Why ſtay we then? the Lord extol, 
Zion, break forth in Praiſe ; 
Jein ev'ry heavy nly-minded Soul, 


In pure ſeraphic Lays. 


One ye ye everlaſting Doors, 

ivide 1 2 of Bliſs, 

Vie with Domanions, Thrones, and Peu, 
Praiſe Chrift our Righteouſneſs. 


. 
6 to the Lamb, 


R Sinner, come, caſt off thy Fear, 
an raiſe thy drooping Head, 
ſing with all poor Sinners here, 
Jeſus, who once was Dead. 
Salvation ſing; no Word more meet, 
To joigh to Jeſu's Name: 
Let every thankful Tongue ** 
Salvationato the Lamb. 


Saints, from the Garden to the Croſs, 
Your Cenqu'ring Lord purſue, 

Who, dearly, to redeem urs Souls, 
Groan'd, bled, and dy'd for you : 


Now. 
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Now reigns victorious over Death, 


The glorious, great, 1 Am, 
Let every Soul repeat with Faith, 
Salvation to the Lamb. 


When we incurr'd the Wrath of God, 
(Alas! what could we worſe) 

He came, and with his own Heart's Blood 
Redeem'sd us from the Curſe : 

This paſchal Lamb, our heav'nly Meat, 
Was roaſted in the Flame, 

Repeat, ye ranſom'd Souls, repeat, 
Salvation to the Lamb. 


= 6 VI 
Meeting of Chriſtian Friends. 


OW with joint Conſent we ſing 
Glory to our God and King, 

We our Hearts and Voices raiſe, 

Sweetly ſinging Jeſu's Praiſe : 

Jeſus, we are bound to bleſs, 

King of Salem, Prince of Peace, 

Firſt begotten. from the Dead, 

Chrift, our ſov'reign Lord and Head. 


Now we ſee each others Face, 

Gladly we unite in Praiſe, 

While we taſte our Saviour's Love, 
Doubts and Fears, and Cares remove ; 
Let us walk with God below, 

In his Likeneſs daily grow. 

Till our joyful Spirits riſe, 

To behold him in the Skies, 


HYMN 


14 
H V MN Vin. 
Adding to the Church. 


| M E N. 
AIL | fellow Strangers, here below, 
Diſciples of the Lord, 
elcome with us, to hold the Plough, 
And ſhare in our Reward, 


God our Saviour ; worſhip'd here, 

repare your Place in Heav'n, 

Soon make you in the Land appear, 
From whence you now are driv'n. 


WOMEN. 
And may your Souls, in Chriſt renew'd, 
Find him a faithful Friend : 
May he remember you for good, 
And Love you to the En 


May you in Heav'n obtain a Seat, 
At our Redeemer's Feaſt, 

Where all the Saints our Souls ſhall! meet 
In everlaſting Reſt. 


# &- So 
AMEN ! thou ever-living God, 
Haſten the Seaſon near, 
When we, in Garments waſh'd in Blood, 
Shall in thy Supper ſhare. 


Reveal thy Kingdom, let the Day 
Of our Redemption come, 

\nd call our waiting Souls away 
'Fo our eternal Home. 


M 


HYMN 
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H Y M N IX. 


ME my Brethren, Iſrael's Race, 

A And hear me bleſs my King, 
Hear me my beloved Praiſe, 

My Jeſus do I Sing ; 
Neither hear my Song alone, 

But help ! O help me to proclaim, 
Jeſus our Crenmar's on, 

Jeſus ! that lovely Name. 


Others fing their Time away, 
Who Jeſus never knew; 
Ought not we to paſs our Day 
In Joy and Singing too ? 
Others, have they cauſe to bleſs ? 
The Children of the King have more ; 
'They have Chrift, their Righteouſneſs ! 
Their Glory, Peace and Pow'r. 


Bow thy Throne, thou Son of God ! 
And with a living Coal 

From the Altar, ftain'd with Blood, 
Inſpire each drowſy Soul. 

Slaughter'd Lamb, who, who can ſhew, 
Or fully who can fing thy Praiſe ? 

Lord, we fail in Hymns below, 


Teach ! teach us heav'nly Lays. 


HY M N X. 
* 
ESUS, thy Name is ſweet to me, 


For Worlds I nnn, 
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Of all the Names in Heaven above, 
There's none ſo ſweet as thine, my Love. 


In Thee, immortal beauties ſhine, 
In Thee, th' united Brethren join, 

In Thee, all ranſom'd Souls delight, 
le Thee, thy Peoples Hearts unite. 


T hou art our God ! and thou alone, 
May we in Spirit all be one ' 

One with each other let us be, 

And one with Chriſt eternally. 


The World may all in pieces break, 
And Heaven and Earth endure a Wreck : 
The Church of Chriſt for ever ſtands, 
Immoveable in Jeſu's Hands. 


e 
Anſom'd F gladly raiſe 


Ceaſeleſs Hymns of Joy oy and Praiſe, 
W afted on the 
Join the heav'nly — above. 


Praiſe the Lamb, who lately bled, 
View him cloath'd in Robes of red: 
See how freſh his Wounds appear, 
Now he brings Forgiveneſs near, 


We, in Sin ſo lately Dead, 
Now ariſe in Chriſt our Head, 
We in heavenly Places fit, 

All our — lie at his Feet. 
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Now we Live, we Live anew, 
Fil'd with Peace and Comfort too; 
Ever crying in our Prayer, 

Lord, how flow thy Chariots are ! 


H Y M N XII. 


For Fellowſhip. 


OVELY, loving Lamb of God, 
Thou haft bought us with thy Blood, 
thy Grace in Thee we live, 
Cloſe unto each other cleave. 


Here we join each Heart and Hand, 
Reſolved by thy cauſe to ſtand ; 

In thy Stre let us go on, 
Trampling Sin and Satan down. 


Strengthen'd by his Love we ſtand, 
None can pluck us from his Hand ; 
In his Arms we fleep ſecure, 


To the End we ſhall endure. 


Let us never ! never ! part, 

But continue one in Heart, 

Bear Reproach, deſpiſing ſhame, 
Foll'wers of the bleeding Lamb. 


May we all united be, 

In the Bonds of Unity, 
Loving, teachable and mild, 
Humble as a little Child, 


Gran: 
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Grant us, Lord, one mind, one way 
Keep us, leſt we run aſtray, 
Sweetly let us Live and Die, 


All together reign on High. 


H Y M N XIII. 


Gods unchangeable Love. 


I F Jeſus is yours, 

You have a true Friend, 
Whoſe goodneſs endures 
ano = to the End : 

our Tempers may vary, 
Your Comforts — Baa 
You cannot miſcarry, 
Your Aid is divine. 


Be perfect in Love, 

And caft off all Fear, 
Your Hearts are above, 
Your Treaſures are there, 
When fiery Temptations 
Encompaſs you round, 
The ſweet Conſolations 
Of Jeſus abound. 


Then who ſhall advance 
'The Song of the Lamb, 
Can Angels enhance, 
The worth of his Name; 
Let every Believer, 
Inceſſantiy Praiſe, 

The bountiful giver 

Of Glory and Grace. 
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H Y MN XIV. 


OM E my Brethen, let us join, 
In a ſac divi 
eſus ſhall the ſubject be. 


ho hath liv'd and dy'd for me. 


Now prepare your Hearts to ſing, 
Glory to our God and King, 
Now a Shout of Triumph raife, 


Fill the Heavens with Jeſu's Praiſe. 


Hallelujah to the Lamb, 

All aloud his Love proclaim, 
He for Sinners freely - by 
He for us was crucify'd. 


When we ſing his Love compleat, 

All our Sorrows we — 

On this Theme we gladly dwell, 
Boundlefs Love ! that ſaves from Hell. 


Clouds of Unbelief and Fear, 
Flee before the Morning Star ; 
Lord, diffuſe a brighter Ray, 
Shine unto the perfect Day. 


= with us, ye heavenly Choirs, 
hom the Saviour's Love inſpires, 
May we never ceaſe our Song, 
While we have an Heart or Tongue. 


HT MN XV. 
Praiſe. 


Come let us Praiſe, 
Our Jeſus, our Friend, 


C 


( 233) 


In loftieſt La 
Our Hearts I aſcend ; 
With Saints and with Angels, 
That live round the Throne, 
We join in the Praiſes 

Of God's only Son. 


His unfathom'd Love 
We'll ſtand and admire, 
When raiſed above, 
2 — in the Choir, 

d while we are gazing, 
On his lovely Face, 
Our Hearts ſhall be raviſh'd, 
With Joy and with Peace. 


O we be ſtrong 
In Tefas's Grace, 

And all our Life long, 
Be ſpent in his Praiſe: 
Let us without ceaſing, 
His Mercy proclaim, 
And tell of his Goodneſs, 
To the ſons of Men. 


H Y M N XVI. 


Communion of Saints. 
Cen 


Chriſt to Praiſe in Hymns divine, 


Give we all with one accord, 
Glory to our common Lord: 
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Strive we in Affection, ſtrive, 
Let the purer Flame revive, 

Such as in the Martyrs glow'd ! 
Dying Champions for their God. 


Sing we then in Jeſu's Name, 
Now as Yeſterday the ſame, 
One in every and Place, 
Full of Love, o Age Truth and Grace : 
hriſt is now up on high, 
(7 hither may Our Wiſhes fy) 
its at God's right Hand above, 
There with him we reign in Love. 


HT MN XVII. 


To Ged in the higheft. 


O D whoſe Glory fills the Heaven, 
Unto 'Thee, 
One in Three, 

Ceaſeleſs Bliſs be given. 


Thou ſhalt always be adored, 
High enthron'd, 
Prais'd and own'd, 


By thy Saints reſtored. 


Thou haſt drawn our Souls and loved, 


We have known, 
Thee our own, 


Thee our Father proved. 


Heaven to us is open. 


Thou in us, haſt Chriſt revealed 
Let us know, 
Surely too, 


We in Him are ſealed. 


Give us thine abiding Spirit, 
Manifeft, — 
In our Breaſt, 

All our Saviours Merit. 


H Y MN XVII. 
Finding the Beloved. 


Tos COS. Tengen, 
9 ongue, 
eſus is 2 oo 

ow my Jeſus is my Song, 
Loſt and naked, him I ſought, 
I look'd, to find him in the Night, 


Now | to his Feet am br b 
And he fills me with his Light. 


Satan, where is now thy Boaſt ? 

Hell ! O where is now thy Prey ? 

* the Lamb who late was Row ? 
he Sheep, who went aftray 

Lo! bis in yes th ned Arms, 

"Tis in Jeſu's Boſom laid, 

Jam got above thy Charms, 


Under- 


My great Price, my Debt is paid. 
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Saviour's Wings, 
great delight, 


Underneath my 
Now I fit with 
Full of Love =] Spirit ſings f 
O the bleſſed glorious Sight 

Jeſus, my — ſtands. 

And ſhews his Wounds were made for me, 
—4 me, Jeſus, in thy Hands, 

O fill my Soul with Thee. 


HT M N XIX. 
The Triumph of Faith. 


AD of the Church triumphant ! 
Ie 1 


Thy Members b here 
Shall (fg like thoſe in Glory. 
We lift our Hearts and Voices 


— 


In Arne Almi Favour 
The — 2 ; 

Which made us thine 

Shall keep us thine for ever, 
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Thou doſt conduct People 
Thro' Torrents of 2 
Nor will we fear, 
Whilf thou art near, 
The Fire of Tribulation. 
The World with Sin and Satan 
In vain our March oppoſes; 
By thee we ſhall 
Break thro' them all, 
And fing the Song of Moſes. © 


H Y MM N XX. 


BEN are the Sons of God, 

They are bought with Chriſt's own Blood, 
They are ranſom'd from the Grave, 
Life eternal they ſhall have. 


God did love them in his Son, 
Long before the World begun ; 
They the Seal of this receive 
When on Jeſus they believe. 


They are juſtify d by Grace, 
They enjoy a ſolid Peace; 

All their Sins are waſh'd away, 
They ſhall ſtand in God's great Day. 


They alone are truly bl 

Heirs of God, Joint Hot? with Chrift ; 
With them number'd may we be, 
Here and in Eternity ! 


HY MN 
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HT MN XXI. 
2 Cor. i. 5. ; 


COME on my Partvers in Diſtreſs, 
My Comrades thro” this Wilderneſs, 
Who ftill your Bodies feel : 
A while — your Griefs and Fears, 
And look beyond the vale of tears, 
To that celeſtial Hill. 


See where the Lamb in Glory ſtands, 
Incircled with his radiant Bands, 
And join th'angelick Powers: 
For all that height of glorious Bliſs, 

Our everlaſting Portion is, 
And all that Heaven is ours. 


Who ſuffer for our Maſter here, 

We ſhall before his Face appear, 
And by his Side fit down ; 

To patient Faith the Prize is ſure, 

And thoſe that to the end endure 
The Croſs, ſhall wear the Crown. 


Thrice bleſled bliſs, inſpiring Hope, 
It lifts the fainting Spirits up, 
It brings to Life the Dead; 
Our Conflicts here ſhall ſoon be paſt, 
And you and I aſcend at laſt, 
Triumphant with our Head. 


HYMN 
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HT MN XXII. 
The Love Feaſt. 


I N jeſu's Name our Souls we bow, 
We meet in Jeſu's Name, 

Come, Holy Ghoſt, within us now, 
Kindle he heav'nly Flame : 

Come with the Joy the Angels know, 
In realms of Bliſs above, 

O come, and all our Hearts prepare 
To keep the Feaſt of Love. 


Come, hol > holy, holy Lord, 
From Heav'n, thy lofty Throne, 
Come thou united myſtick Three, 
And join us all in One ; 
Pour out thy Bleſſings on our Souls, 
Come thou anointing Dove ! 
Come, and the Oyl of Gladneſs ſhed, 
And we ſhall Feaſt in Love. 


= YT 20 I. NM. 
JAuzs iv. 5. 


HAT Tongue can fully tell, 


Who would do all Thing well, 
And walk the Ways of God ? > 
But feels within, 
Foul Envy lurk, 
And Luft and Work, 


Engendring Sin, 


That Chriſtians grievous Load 
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Poor, wretched, worthleſs Worm, 
In what fad Plight I ſtand, 

When Good I would perform, 
Then Evil is at Hand : 

My leprous Soul 

Is all unclean ! 

My Heart obſcene, 

My Nature foul. 


Thou all-ſufficient Lamb, 

God bleſt for evermore, 

We glory in thy Name, 

For thine is all the Pow'r : 
Stretch forth thy Hand, 
And hold us faſt, 

Our Firſt and Laſt, 
In thee we ftand. 


H Y M N XXIV. 


Hebr es, iii. 1. 


EE Soul, thy Saviour Dying 
r 

To ſave thee, 

On his Croſs relying. 


How does he in Torture languiſh ! 
There he 
Full of Pangs, : 


To relieve thy Anguiſh. 


Was thy Lord ſo lately bleeding, 
He fits down, 
On a Throne, 

Ever interceding. 
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He makes ceaſeleſs Supplication 
For his Race, 


| For more Grace, 
Pardon and Salvation. 


When thou art in Want or Danger, 
Don't repine, 
Chriſt is thine, 

He lay in a Manger. 


Art thou try'd with fierce Temptation, 
Scorn to Fear, 
Chriſt is near, 

He is thy Salvation. 


Art thou ſunk in Fear and Doubting, 
By each ſhake, 
hou ſhalt take 
Deeper, deeper rooting. 


. 
Rejnicing in Hope. 


CHildren of the heav'nly King, 
As ye journey ſweetly ſing; 

Sing your Saviour's worthy Praiſe, 

Glorious in his Works and Ways! 


We are trav'ling Home to Cod, 
In the Way the Fathers trod ; 


They are happy now, and we 
Soon their Happineſs ſhall fee. 


NMI 


Shout? 
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Shout, ye little Flock, and bleſt, 
You on Jeſus Throne ſhall reſt ; 
There your Seat is now prepar'd, 
There your Kingdom and Reward. 


Fear not, Brethren, joyful ſtand 
On the Borders of your Land: 
Jeſus Chrift, your Father's Sons 
Bids you undiſmay'd go on. 


Lord, obediently we go, 
Gladly leaving afl below; 
Only thou our Leader be, 
And we ftill will follow thee. 


Gloria Patri. 


Father of Heav'n, be ever ador'd ! 

T iy Mercy we find in ſending our Lord, 
Tor nſom and bleſs us, thy Goodneſs we praiſe, 
In ſending, in J<ſus, Salvatiou by Grace. 


O Son of his Love, who deignedft to Die, 
Our Curſe to remove, our Pardon to buy, 
Accept our "Thankſgiving, Almighty to ſave, 


Who openeſt Heaven to all that believe. 


O Spirit of Leve, of Health, and of Power, 
Thy viking we prove, thy Grace we adore ; 
Whoſe inward revealing applies our Lord's 


Bl 
Atteiting and ſealing us Children of = 


Sac ta- 
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** 


Sacramental HYMNS. 


TT 6M 8:4 


O-day we're bidden to a Feaſt, 
Surely a Feaſt divine; 
Where Jeſus is himſelf receiv'd 

In form of Bread and Wine. 


In that ſame Night he was betray'd, 
Our Lord this Feaſt enjoin'd ; 

By which we might review his Death, 
And all his Paſhon mind. 


©ur Shepherd offer'd up himſelf, 
To take away our Sin ; 

The Croſs a bleeding Victim bore, 
The Lamb of God was ſlain. 


Together, with theſe Symbols, Lord, 
Thy bleiled ſelf impart, 

And let thy very Fleſh and Blood, 
Feed each believing Heart. 


Let us from all our Sins be waſh'd 
In thy redeeming Blood : 

And let thy Spirit be the ſeal 
That we are Sons of God. 


Come Holy Ghoſt, with Jeſu's Love, 
Prepare us for this Feaſt; 

So ſhall we banquet with our Lord, 
And lean upon his Breaſt. 


M 2 HYMN 


8-3 
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H O W ſweet and awful is the Place ? 
With Chriſt within the Doors 
While everlaſting Love diſplays 

The choiceſt of her Stores. 


Here, every bowe of our God, 
With ſoft Compaſſion rolls: 

Here Peace and Pardon, bought with Blood, 
is Food for dying Souls. 


While all our Hearts, and all our Tongues, 
Join to admire the Feaſt ; 

Each of us cry, with thankful Tongues, 
Lord, why was I a Gueſt ? 


*T was the fame Love that ſpread the Feaſt, 
That ſweetly drew us in : 

Elſe we had til] refus'd to taſte, 
And periſh'd in our din. 


oY MM I I. 
Cbriſt's Dying Love. 


H OW condeſcending, and how kind, 

Was God's eternal Son 

Our Mis'ry reach'd his heav'nly Mind, 
And Pity brought him down. 


He ſunk beneath our heavy Woes, 
To raiſe us to his Throne: 

There's ne'er a Gift his Hand beitows, 
But coft his Heart a Groan 


Now, 
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Now, tho” he reigns exalted high, 
His Love is {till as great ! 

Well he remembers Calvary, 
Nor let his Saints forget. 


Here we behold his Bowels roll, 
As kind, as when he dy'd, 

And fee the Sorrows of his Soul, 
Bleed thro? his wounded Side, 


Here we receive repeated Seals 

Of Jeivu's 1 Love: 

Hard is the Wretch, that never fecls 
One ſoft Affection move. 


Here let our Hearts begin to melt, 
While we his Death record : 

And with our Joy, for pardon'd Guilt, 

Mourn that we pierc'd the Lord, 


= TT MM KH If. 


B EHOLD a Myſtery 
Of Love divinely Free, 
We had all offended God, 
God himſelf a Ranſom found, 
God the Son pour'd out his Blood, 
He hath once for all aton'd. 


The God of Nature ſee 

Nail'd to the curſed Tree 

He, who all the Creatures made, 

He, whom Heaven and Earth obey, 


M 3 


Suffers 


CSI 


Suffers in the Creature's ſtead, 
Who did their Creator ſlay. 


The Sun withdraws his Light, 
And wraps the World in Night, 
Nature cannot bear to ſee 
Her Creator ſuffering thus ! 
Yet alas ! what Hearts have we 
Cold and ſtupid at his Crofs. 


*Tis finiſh'd, Jeſus cries ! 

Then bows his Head and Dies ! 
He, who knew no ſpot of din, 

All our Curſe and Burden bore, 
Dy'd to make us Sinners Clean, 

Dy'd that we might fin no more. 


Sinners, draw near to God, 
And waſh in Jeſu's Blood, 
Lo! the Fountain open ſtands, 
Pardon you may freely have ; 
Jeſus ſtretches out his Hand, 
Longing xuin'd Souls to fave. 


e. 


They hall look, Cc. and Mun. 


Sluners, view the doleſul Garden, 
View your Jeſus on the Tree; 

Dearly purchafing a Pardon 

For his People, full and Free : 

View him now in Heaven fitting, 

Interceding for us there, 

Not a Moment intermitting 

His Compaſhon, and his Care. 


Nothing 


« 1 
Nothing but thy Blood, O Jeſus, 


Cin te ſieve us from our Smart, 

Nothing can from Guilt releafe us, 
Nothing elfe can melt the Heart: 

Jeſus, all our Conſolations 

Flow from thee, the ſov'reign Good, 
Love and Faith, and Hope and Patience, 
All are purchas'd by thy Blood. 


Softly to thy Garden lead us, 

To bchold thy bloody Sweat, 

'Tho' thou from the Curſe doit free us, 
Let us not the Coſt forget: 

Be thy Groans and Cries rehearſed, 

BY the Spirit, in our Ears, 

Till we, viewing whom we've pierced, 


Melt in iympathetick Tears. 
. 
1 Jahn. v. 6. 


ET all our Tongues be one, 
To praife our God on hig. 
h 


o, from his Boſom, ſent his don, 


To fetch us Strangers nigh. 


It coſt him Cries and Tears, 

Lo bring us near to God ! 

Great was our Debt, and he appears 
To make our Payment good. 


Infinite was our Guilt, 
But he, our Prieft, atones : 
On the cold Ground his Life was ſpilt, 
And offer'd with his Groans, | 


M 4 Look 


_ * —_—_ 
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Look up, my Soul, to him, 
W hoſe Death was thy deſert ; 
And humbly view the living ftream, 
Flow from his breaking Heart. 


Thus the Redeemer came, 
By Water and by Blood, 

And when the Spirit ſpeaks the ſame, 
We feel his Witneſs good. 


Lord, cleanſe my Soul from Sin, 
Nor let thy Grace depart: 

Great Comforter ! abide within, 
And witneſs to my Heart. 


= Y MM W VIL 
Pardon brought te our Senſes. 


I ORD, howdivine thy Comforts are ! 
How heav'nly is the Place! 

Where Jeſus ſpreads the ſacred Feaſt, 
Of his redeeming Grace. 


There the rich bounties of our God, 
And ſweeteſt Glories ſhine : 

There Jeſus fays, that I am his, 
And my beloved's mine. 


What ſhall we pay our heav'nly King ;? 
For Grace fo vaſt as this ? 
He brings our Pardon to our Eyes, 
And ſeals it with a Kiſs. © 
et 
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Let ſuch amazing Loves as theſe, 
Be ſounded all Abroad : 

Such Favours are beyond degrees, 
And worthy of a God. 


To him, that waſh'd us in his Blood, 
Be everlaſting Praiſe ! 

Salvation, Honour, Glory, Pow'r, 
Eternal as his Days. 


YT MN. VE 
Cruci fix ion. 


UR deareſt Jeſus, full of Grace, 

Comes in Mercy from above : 

Great Salvation he diſplays, 
Wond'rous Myſterics of Love. 


View your Sins, and cry aloud, 
See a bleeding Saviour, ſee | 

You have pierc'd the Lamb of God, 
Caus'd his bitter Agony. 


Our deareſt Saviour. Groans and Dies, 
He bows down his ſacred Head: 
He our perfect Sacrifice, 
He our bloody Ranſom paid. 


We have kill'd the Lord of Life, 
Our Sins cut each tender Vein, 
He bore all our Guilt and Grief, 


He for us vile Worms was flain. 


HYMN. 


(T3 
HT MN IX. 
PART IL 


Slnners, view him lifted high, 
How he hangs twixt Earth and Heav'n. 
Hew his Blood doth reach the Sky, 
Speaking all our Sins forgiv'n. 


Look we now on him and mourn, 
Mourn for our Iniquities : 

He with Whips and Nails is torn, 
Oh ! was ever Pain like his ? 


Sinners, ſee his bleeding Heart, 
Look with trembling on his Crot: , 
Life divine his Wounds impart, 
Lo! the Lamb was ſlain for us. 


. 
Deſiring to love Chriſt. 
INnite Grace * Charms ! 


Stand in amaze ye whirling Skies : 
eſus, the God, with naked Arms, 
gs on a Croſs of Love, and Dies. 


Did ever Pity ſtoop fo low, 
Dreſs'd in Divinity and Blood ? 
Was ever Rebel courted fo, 
In groans of an expiring God ? 


Again he Lives, and ſpreads his Hands, 
Hands that were nail'd to tort'ring Smart, 


O pre- 
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O precious Wounds ! lo, how he ſtands, 
And prays toclaſp me to his Heart, 


O ! *tis a Sight would melt a Rock, 
And make a Heart of Iron move; 
O God, melt down my Heart to Tears, 
This Heart, O make it vield to Love. 

* 


. 


3 OIN every Tongue to fing, 
The Mercies of the Lord, 

The Love of Chriſt our King, 

Let every Heart accord, 

He ſav'd us from the Wrath of God, 
And pay'd our Ranſom with his Blood, 


Hell was our juſt deſert, 

Ard he that Hell endur'd, 

Guilt broke his guiltleſs Heart, 

With Wrath that we incur d; 

We bruis'd his Body, ſpilt his Blood, 
And both became our heavenly Food. 


HT MN XII. 


E Sinners, while theſe Symbols dear, 
& Preſent your ſoff' ring Lord to view, 
Drop the ſoft Tribute of a Tear, 
For he ſhed many Tears tor you. 


In the ſad Garden, on the Wood, 
His Body bꝛuis' d, from every part 


Pour'd 
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Pour'd on the Ground a Purple Flood, 
* Fill Sorrow broke his tender Heart. 


Lord, while we thus ſhew forth thy Death, 
() fend thy Spirit from above; 

Help us to feed on Thee by Faith, 

And Sigh and Sing, and — and Love. 


. 


O How good our | apy God is, 
Wat rich Fealts does he provide? 
Bread and Wine to feed our Bodies, 
But much more is ſigniſied, 
All his Sheep, (amazing Wonder) 
Feeds he, wity his Fleſh and Blood : 
Where's the Power can ever ſunder, 
Souls united thus to God? 


When we take the ſacred Symbols, 
Of his Body, Bread and Wine ! 
While the Heart relents and trembles, 
We rejoice, with 2 ; 

jeſus makes the weakeſt able, 

Feeds us with his Fleſh and Blood, 
Needy Beggars at his Table, 

Are the welcome Gueſts of God. 


Ceaſe thy Fears, then weak Believer, 

Jeſus Chriſt is {till the fame, 

Yetterday, To-day, for ever, 

Saviour is his bleſſed Name; 

Lowlineſ; of Heart, and Meekneſs, 

To the bleeding Lamb belon 

Truſt ir him. and by thy Weakneſs, 

Thou ſhalt prove that Chriſt is ſtrong. 
HYMN 
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HY MN XIV. 


Incomparable Food. 


W E Sing the amazing Deeds, 
That Grace divine performs. 
Th'eternal God comes down, and Bleeds 


To nouriſh dying Worms, 


The Banquet that we Eat, 
Is made of heav'nly things; 

Earth hath no Dainties half ſo ſweet, 
As our Redeemer brings. 


Th'angelick Hoſt above, 
Can never taſte this Food; 

They feaſt upon their Maker's Love, 
But not a Saviour's Blood. 


On us the Almighty Lord, 
Beftows this matchleſs Grace, 

And meets us with ſome chearing Word, 
With Pleaſure in his Face. 


Come all you drooping Saints, 
And Banquet with the King, 

This Wine will drown your fad Complaints, 
And tune your Voice to ling. 


Salvation to the Name, 
Of our adored Chriſt, 

Thro' the wide Earth his Grace proclaim, 
His Glory in the bigh'ſt. 


HE Y M N 


. 
D 
The Triumphal Feaſt. c. 


COME let us lift our Voices high, 
High as our Joys ariſe, 
And join the Songs above the Sky, 
Where Pleaſure never dies. 


Jeſus, the God invites us here, 
To this Triumphal Feaſt, 

And brings Immortal Bleſſings down, 
For each redeemed Gueſt. 


Victorious God, what can we pay 
For Favours fo divine, 

We would devote our Hearts away, 
To be for ever thine. 


We give Thee, Lord, our higheft Praiſe, 
The Tributes of our Tongues, 
But Themes ſo infinite as theſe, 

Exceed our nobleſt Songs. 


HT MN XVI. 


RE-fled Jeſus, ſpotleſs Lamb, 

We are met in thy great Name, 
Gladly thy Command obey, 
In thine own appointed way. 


Eet thy Preſence now be near, 
In the midft of us appear; 
Send thy Holy Spiri: down, | 
Make thy great Salvation known. 
Stamp 


(13) 
Stamp thine Image on each Heart, 
Thy dear Love to us impart, 
Feed us with thy Fleſh and Blood, 
And unite our Hearts to God, 


Let thy Glory, Lord, come down, 
Seal us ever, for thine own 

Keep us near thy bleeding Side, 
That we never may backflide. 


Now unveil thy glorious Face, 
And diſcover thy rich Grace, 
Speak unto each drooping Heart, 
Bid our Sins and Fears depart. 


H Y M N XVII. 


L AM B of God, whoſe bleeding Love, 
We thus recall to Mind, 
Send the Anſwer from above, 
And let us Mercy find : 
Think on us, who think on thee, 
ane every ſtrugling Soul releaſe, 
O remember Gat vary, 


And bid us go in Peace. 


By thine agonizing — 1 

And bloody Sweat we 

By thy dying Love to 

By thy dying Sins awa 

Burſt our bonds, and t us free, 
From all Iniquity releaſe, 

O remember Calvary, 

And bid us go in Peace. 


(14) 
H Y MN XVII. 


And they Crucify'd him. 


LOVE divine, what haft thou done ? 
( ) TY immortal God hath Dy'd for me, 
The Father's co-eternal Son, 
Bore all my Sins upon the Tree: 
TY imm God for me hath Dy'd, 
My Lord, my Love is Crucify'd. 


Behold him, all ye that paſs by, 
'The bleeding Privce of Life and Peace, 
Come ſee, ye Worms, your Maker Dies, 
And ſay, was ever Grief like his 
Pardon flows from his bleeding Side, 
My Lord, my Love is Crucify'd. 


Then let us fit beneath his Croſs, 
And gladly catch the healing ftream, 
All things for him account but Loſs, 
And give up all our Hearts to him ; 
Of nothing think or ſpeak, beſide 
My Lord, my Love is Crucify'd. 


H Y MN XIX. 
On the Crucifixion. 


B EHOULD, the Saviour of Mankind, 
Nail'd to the ſhameful Tree, 
How vaſt the Love, that him inclin'd 

To bleed and die for thee. 


Hark, how he groans, while Nature ſhakes, 
And Earth's ſtrong Pillars bend, 
The 
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The Temple's Veil in ſunder breaks, 
The ſolid Marbles rend. 


"Tis done ! the precious Ranſom's paid, 
Receive my Soul he cries ; 

See where he bows his ſacred Head. 
He bows his Head and Dies. 


But ſoon he'll break Death's envious Chain, 
And in full Glory ſhine : 

O Lamb of God, was ever Pain 
Was ever Love, like thine. 


HT MN XX. 
Ode. 


Thy eee 
Thy Son thou haſt given to Die in our Place. 


With Joy we approve, 
The 4 of thy Love, 
Tis a wonder on Earth, and a wonder above. 


Tongue cannot explain 
That Love of God Man, 


Which the Angels defire to look to in vain. 


It dazzles our Eyes, 
Thoughts cannot ariſe, 
To find out a Cauſe, why the Infinite Dies. 


Love mov'd him to Die, 
And on this we rely, 
He hath loy'd, he hath lov'd us, we cannot 
| [ tell why. 


But 


(16) 


But this we can tell, 
He hath lov'd us ſo well, 
As to lay down his Life to redeem us from Hell. 


We all ſhould commend 
The Love of our Friend, 
For ever beginning, what never ſhall end. 


When Time is no more, 
We ſtill ſhall adore 
That Ocean of Love, without Bottom or Shore. 


Oh Height Ti : 
Oh Depth of Love! 


Lord, fit us for 
Our Place above. 


Who can thy Love expreſs? 
Thy Mercy ne'er decays ! 
What can our Souls do leſs 
Than love thee all our Days? 
Bleſs God, each Soul, 
Even unto Death ; 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 


H Y MN XXII. 


HRIST our Paſſover, for us 
Is offer'd up and flain, 


(17) 


Let him be remember'd thus, 
By every Soul of Man : 

We are bound, above the reſt, 
His Oblation to proclaim, 
Keep we then the folemn Feaſt, 
And banquet on the Lamb. 


Jeſus, Maſter of the Feaft, 

The Feaſt itſelf thou art, 

Now receive the meaneſt Gueſt, 

And comfort every Heart: 

Give us living Bread to eat, 

Manna that from Heaven comes down, 
Fill us with Immortal Meat, 

And make thy Nature known. 


In this barren Wilderneſs, 

Thou haſt a Table ſpread, 
Furniſh'd out with richeſt Grace, 
Whate'er our Souls can nced: 
Still ſuſtain us by thy Love, 

Still thy Servants ftrength repair, 
Till we reach the Courts above, 
And feaſt forever there. 


Hd Y M N. AX. 
Admiring the Love of Chriſt. 


H O W ſhall I bleſs the bleeding Lamb, 


Or his amazing kindneſs ſhew, 
Give equal Honours to his Name, 
Or renders him the Praiſes due, 

Lo ! God for Sinners bleeds and dies, 
Our Maker is our ſacrifice. 


( 18 ) 


His Love is large, and knows no bound, 
Immenſe ! Etcrnal ! Infinite ! 

His Grace o'er all our Sins abound ; 
Who can declare its depth or height, 
Angels above defire to ſee, 

The Truth of this great Myſtery. 


O for that World which yet remains, 
That Land of reſt for Saints above, 
There ſhall we chaunt in nobler Strains, 
The Myſteries of Jeſu's Love, 

His Love ſhall then be all our Song, 


While endleſs Ages paſs along. 


H Y M N XXIV, 


II 
languiſh and pine, 
I never ſhall reſt 

Till Jeſus is mine, 


Oo - me Salvation, 
Which Grace doth impart, 
And 


give a Senſation 
Of God in my Heart. 


The Goſpel reports, 

A total Reprieve, 

From Sins of all ſorts. 

For all who believe ; 

A cloſe application, 

Of Chriſt's precious Blood, 
Procures your Salvation, 


And P with God. 


( 19 ) 
Why are ye afraid, 
Is not the Lord true ? 
The Word hath he ſaid, 
And wil! he not do? 
Be willing to venture, 
Your Souls in bis Hand, 


And ſoon you will enter 
The heavenly Land. 


. 


W H A T folid Sweetneſs they poſſeſs, 
Who truſt in Jeſu's Righteouſneſs, 
Ani feel his Precious Blood; 
May I, of that bleſt Number be, 
One Thing I only aK of Thee, 

To taſte thy Grace O God. 


Jeſu, on thee I caſt my Care, 

To thee, with humble Faith and Pray'r 
I utter my Requeſt : 

The anguiſh of my Spirit ſce, 

O caſt a pitying Eye on me, 
Bid me return to reft. 


Come quickly for thy Mercies ſake, 
To Heav'n my weary Spirit take, 
Then ſhall my Tryals end; 
Lord, how I long to fee thy Face! 
Eternity's too ſhort to praiſe 
My Saviour, and my Friend. 


Lord, when wilt thou my Soul receive 
In Glory ? when ſhall I arrive, 
And the Marriage Feaſt ? 


Thy 


(20) 


Thou didſt my ruin'd Soul redeem, 
Thy Love ſhall be my joyful Theme, 
While endleſs Ages af 


How happy are the Souls above ! 
Who live in Peace, and Joy, and Love, 
And all thy Glory ſee : 
Lord, when ſhall I awake in Light? 
Enjoy the beatifick Sight, 
And Live and Reign with thee. 


HT MN XXVVI. 
Priſoners of Hope. Zech. 9, 12 


E Priſoners of Hope, 
Who bitterly Gricve, 
To Jeſus look up, 
He will you receive : 
Declare the Condition 
And State you are in, 
And Chrift the Phyſician, 
Will Cure you of Sin. 


Law, Conſcience and Sin, 
Accuſe us in vain, 
If we are found in 
The Lamb of God lain; 
There's no Condemnation 
In Jeſus the Lord, 
But ftrong Confolation 
His Love doth afford. 


Then dry up your Tears, 
You Children of Grief, 
The Lord now appears 


To give you Relief: To 


(21) 


To Jeſus returning 
Your Saviour and Friend, 
Give over your Mourning, 
Sing Praiſe without end. 


None will I caft out, 
Who come, ſaith the Lord, 
Why then do you doubt ? 
Lay hold of his Word ! 
Ye © nba in Zion, 
Be bold to believe, 
For ever rely on 
Your Saviour, and Live. 


oY M ©N AV 
Chri/'s Death. 


ESUS drinks the bitter Cup, 
The Wine Prefs treads alc ne, 
Tears the Graves and Mountains up, 

By his expiring Groan, 

Lo ! the Pow'rs of Heaven he ſhakes, 
Nature in Convulſion lies, 

Earth's profoundeſt Centre quakes, 
The great Jchovah dies! 


O my God ! he dies for me 
I feel the Mortal Smart, 
See him hanging on the Tree, 
A Sight that breaks my Heart : 
O that all to Thee might turn, 
— ye may love him too,) 
on him, ye pierc'd, and Mourn 
For one who bled for you. 


( 22 ) 


Weep o'er your Defire and Hope, 
With ices of dag Love, 
Sing, for Jeſus is gone up, 

A reigns enthron'd above, 
Lives our Head to Die no more. 
Pow'r is all to Jeſus giv'n, 
Worſhip'd as he -— 2 
Th' immortal King of Heav'n. 


HT MN XXVII. 


Bactſſider. 


ES v, let thy pitying Eye, 
Call back a 88 Sheep, 
Falſe to thee like Peter, I 
Would fain like Peter weep : 
Let me be by Grace reſtor'd, 
On me be all long-ſufferin wn, 
Turn, and look © upon me, — 
And break my Heart of Stone. 


See me Saviour, from above, 

Nor ſuffer me to Die, 

Life, and Happineſs, and Love, 

Drop from thy gracious Eye; 

Speak the reconciling Word, 

And let thy — melt me down, 
Turn and look, &c. 


as when thy languid Eye 
Was cos, that we mi Gude Live, 
Father, ( at the poiat to Die, 
My Saviour gaſp'd) forgive: 


Surely 


(23) 


Surely with that dying Word, 

He turns, and looks, and cries, Tis dent 
O my bleeding, loving Lord, 

Thou break'ſt my Heart of Stone. 


H Y MN XXIX. 


Dies ! the heav'nly Lover Dies, 

| The Tydings ftrike a doleful found 
n my poor ings : deep he lies 

Man. Caverns of the Ground : 

Come Saints, and drop a tear or two, 

On the dear boſom of your God ; 

He ſhed a thouſand drops for you, 

A thouſand drops of richer Blood. 


Here's Love and Grief beyond degree, 
The Lord of Glory Dies for Men? 
But lo what ſudden Joys I ſee ! 

eſus the Dead revives again ; 
The rifing God forſakes the Tomb, 
Up to his Father's Court he flies, 


Cherubic Legions guard him Home, 
And ſhout him welcome to the Skies. 


HY M N XXX. 


1 for our every Bleſſing, 
Let us ſing, Chriſt che Spring, 
Never, never . 


Source of all our Gifts and Graces, 
Chriſt we on, Chriſt alone 
Calls for all our — 


(24) 


He diſpels our Sin and Sadneſs, 
Life imparts, Chears our 
Fills with Food and Gladneſs. 


He himſelf for us hath given, 
Us be Feeds, us he leads 
To a Feaft in Heaven. 


HT MN XXXI. 


Previfions for the Table of the Lord. 

ORD, we adore thy bounteous Hand, 

And ſing the folemn Feaſt, 

Where ſweet al Dainties ſtand, 
For every willing Gueſt. 


The Food's prepar'd by heav'nly Art, 
The Pleaſure's well refers Z K 

They ſpread new Life thro' ev'ry Heart, 
And chear the drooping Mind. 


Shout and proclaim the Saviour's Love, 
Ye Saints, that taſte his Wine ; 

Join with your kindred Saints above, 
In loud Hoſanna join. | 


OW let our Pains be all forgot, 
Our Heart no more repine ; 


Our 


(25) 


Our Suff ri worth a Thought, 
When, Lord, compar'd with thine 


Our humble Faith here takes her riſe, 
While fitting round his Board, 
And back to Calvary ſhe flies, 
To view her groaning Lord. 


His Soul what Agonies it felt ! 
When his own God withdrew, 
And the large load of all our Guilt 
Lay heavy on him too. 


But the Divinity within, 
Su 4 * 
ing, he conquer” and Sin, 
And made his Triumph there. 


Our ſhould found like thoſe above, 

we our Voices raiſe; 

Come, Lord, and fill our Hearts with Love, 
Aud all our Lives with Praiſe, 


HT M N XXXIIL. 

x John, iii, 16. 

HE God of the Skies, 
T Gard) Bie, 

Our perfect atonement and great Sacrifice. 


Loſt Sinners who feel, 
Your Sins deſerve Hell, 


What plenteous Redemption doth Jeſus reveal 
| N 2 He 
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He pities your Grief, 
He ſends you Relief, 
He cafts down the mountain of ftrong unbelief, 


In Jeſus believe, 
And you ſhall receive 
Much greater Salvation, than Heart can con- 


| (ceive. 
Thou firſt- born of God, 
Waſh us in thy Blood. | 
T hat we thygreat goodneſs may publiſh abroad, 


Glory diſplay 
Mate this the iet Day 
When Doubts, Fears and 


What Wonders 1 fee, 
Salvation is free, 
For impious Rebels, as wicked as we. 


3, Mall alt 
( fy away, 


And praiſe him now, henceforth, and for ever-_ 
(more. 


H Y MN XXXIV. 
reren. 


Come waft us in thy eleanſi 
Hide us within thy Wounds, then Pain 
Is ſweet, and Life or Death is Gain. 


Take our poor Hearts, and let them be 

For ever clos'd to all but thee ; | 
Seal thou our Breafts, and let us wear 

That Pledge of Love for ever there. 


How 


OUR ageniaing Saviour, 
O By thy Pain, yk gain 
God's eternal Favour. 


In thine own Appointment bleſs us, 
Meet us here, now 
Our Almighty Jeſus. 


Let the Ordinance be ſealing, . 
Enter now, claim us thou. 
For thy conſtant Dwelling, 


FH the Heart of each Believer, . 
We are thine, Love divine, . 
Reign in us for ever. 


HT MN XXXVI. 


HAT doleful Night before his Death, 
The Lamb, for Sinners lain, 
Did almoſt with his lateſt Breath, 
This folemn Feaſt ordain. 
N 3 _ == 


628) 


To keep iy Fea, Lock, we are met, 
Help cord poet ner tp repeat, 

elp poor Sinner to 
For me, he dy's, for me, 


Thy Suff rings; Lord, each facred ſign, 
To our remembrance 
We eat the Bread, and drink the Wine, 
But think on nobler things. 


tune our Ton , and ſet in Frame 
Each Heart, that pants for thee z 

To fing “ Hoſanna to the Lamb, 
«© The Lamb that died for — 


H Y MN XXXVII. 


Aſter Sacrament. 


O ME, O my Soul, and ſing, 

How Jeſus hath thee fed, 

How Jeſus gave himſelf for thee, 
The true and living Bread. 


I love my Saviour Chriſt, 
His Grace did freely move 

And juſtly my Affections - 4 
I cannot chuſe but Love. 


I love thee, O my Lord, 
I gladly thee adore: 

O may I never turn again! 
But love thee more and more. 


O ao feeble Flames ! 
2 Stock improve; 


Inereaſe 


O ma | 
_—_—— 

But O be near, and nearer yet, 
And let me ever Love. 


HT MN XXVII. 


L OR to our God be given, 
Praiſe and Bliſs, on Karth Peace, 
As enjoy'd in Heaven. 

eſus, God of my Salvation, 

a Pardon by, þ me Live, 

By thy Death and Paſſion. 


Lord, I know there is no Cure, 
But thy Blood, Son of God, 


This, my deareſt Saviour, give me, 
Seal me thine, thou be mine, 
Then from Earth receive me. 


Haften thou defire of Nations, 


From below, take me to 
Heavenly Habitations. 


HT MN XXXIX. 
A: thy Command, our deareſt Lord, 


Here we attend thy Feaft, 


And thine own Fleſh feeds ev'ry Gueſt. 


hy Blood, like Wine, adorns thy Board, 


Out 


Much ſweeter a F 
In Heav'n he diſplays :- 


Our God infinite 

In Wiſdom and Power, 
Let Angels unite, 

With Men to adore; 


 Extoll+ 


Sacramental HYMNS. 


REvbold a Myftery ; 3 
Bleffed Jeſus, ſpotleſs Lamb 
Behold the Saviour of Mankind 14 


(COME ler us life our Voices high 12 
Chrift our Paſſover for us 16 
Come, O my Soul, and Sing * 28 
Dfurd'd and diftreſs'd 18 


GLORY toour God be given 29 


How ſweet and awful is the place 
How condeſcending and how kind 
Here, Lord may we admire 

How ſhall I bleſs the bleeding Lamb 
He dies, the heavenly Lover dies 


INänite Grace ! Almighty Charms 


OIN every Tongue to ſing - - 
Id e th ber Gap — 


eſu, let thy pitying Eye 


[ 1 4 


ET allaur T ., *.. "00 
Lord, how Divine 
Lamb of God, whoſe b —_— 
Lord, we adote thy bountgous Hand 


M. Se Pale he Las 


NOW letour Pains be all forgot 


Orne R 2 full of Grace 


Sinners, view him lifted high 


we re hidden to a Feaſt 
Thankful for our every Bleffing 

The God of the Skies 

"The doleful Night befuc his Death 

To our God 


W tommnt Pot, 
What Creatures befide oy 


E r 
Y Ye Priſoners of Hope 
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